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Godzilla, 
Won'tcha 
Please 
Go  Home? 

A  STUDY  IN  CINEMASOCHISM 

by  Steven  Utley 

It's  two  o  clock  in  the  morning,  and  your 
spouse,  boy  or  girl  friend  is  calling  to  you 
from  the  next  room,  sleepily  insisting  that 
you  come  to  bed  like  a  normal  person,  but 
you  stay  seated  before  the  television  set. 
bloated  with  beer  fumes,  your  tongue 
tasting  like  the  bottom  of  a  cat  box  because 
you're  well  into  your  second  pack  of 
cigarettes  for  the  night,  your  head  hurting 
like  a  son-of-a-bitch  even  though  you're 
only  a  third  of  the  way  through  the  all-night 
monster  movies,  and  what  you  keep  asking 
yourself  during  the  used-car  commercials 
is: 

Why  am  I  doing  this? 

Masochism  is  defined  as  "the  deriving 
of  pleasure  from  being  mistreated  in  some 
way." 

There  must  be  such  a  word  as  cine- 
masochism  --  the  deriving  of  pleasure  from 
suffering  through  rotten  movies  —  and 
fans  of  science  fiction  ($F)  and  fantasy 
films  must  be  its  most  passionate  practi- 
tioners. 

Oh.  the  things  they  do  for  monster 
movies.  The  time  they  spend  watching  The 
Brain  from  Planet  Arous  or  that  Could  Not 
Die;  The  Monster  of  Pierdes  Blancas  or 
from  the  Ocean  Floor  or  that  Challenged 
the  World;  The  Beast  from  20,000  Fathoms 
or  with  One  Mil/ion  Eyes  or  of  Hollow 
Mountain;  The  It  that  Conquered  the 
World  or  Came  from  (a)  beneath  the  Sea 
(b)  Outer  Space  or  was.  simply.  The  Terror 
from  beyond  Space. 

The  nights  they  stoically  endure  the 
worst  that  drive-in  theaters  can  offer  -- 
heat  waves,  cold  fronts,  cloudbursts, 
settling  masses  of  atmospheric  sludge. 
low-flying  airliners,  swarms  of  malaria- 
ridden  mosquitoes;  clods  who  think  that 
it's  cool  and  a  irurk  of  gentle  breeding  to 
leai  on  their  horns;  pre-show  Muzak. 
inane  commercials  for  the  garbage  "Now 
on  Sale  at  the  Concession  Stand;"  rest- 
rooms  fully  as  foul  as  any  conceivable  nook 
or  cranny  of  Hades. 

All  because,  no  matter  how  low  their 
expectations  (and  you  have  to  have 
experienced  the  likes  of  Billy  the  Kid  vs. 
Drai  ula  and  Frankenstein  Meets  the  Space 
Monster  to  know  how  low  low  can  be),  if  a 
movie  features  a  monster  or  two,  if  it 
smacks  of  being  in  any  way  science-fictional, 
they'll  try  to  sit  through  it.  Gladly. 
Cinemasochism. 

Such  sterling  examples  of  cinematic  SF 
as  A  Clockwork  Orange.  Slaughterhouse 
Five.  A  Boy  and  His  Dog  and  Dark  Slur 
notwithstanding,  these  pitiable  film  ad- 
dicts continue  to  lap  up  whatever  celluloid 
rotgut  Hollywood  deigns  to  serve.  Holly- 
wood is  overrun  with  folks  who  don't  know 
doodley-squat  about  SF. 

Way  back  in  1931.  when  Dracula  and 
Frankenstein  were  playing  to  full  houses. 
the  publicity  department  at  Universal 
Studios  made  much  of  the  fact  that  doctors 
were  standing  by  during  showings  to 
minister  unto  my  faint-hearted  theater- 
goers w  ho  could  not  cope  with  Bela  Lugosi 
and  Boris  Karloff. 

Such  advertising  may  strike  you  as 
quaint,  a  product  of  less  jaded  times,  until 
you  consider  thai  similar  gimmicks  arc  still 
being  used.  I  have  to  marvel  at  tans' 
di  mm, mi  m  the  face  of  such  nonsense-as 
the  "Hear  Flasher"  in  Chamber  oj  Horrors 
.w\>\  take-home  doggie  bags  full  of  green 
slime. 


In  any  case,  Dracula,  Frankenstein  and 
the  attendant  hype  were  taken  to  heart  by 
those  early  audiences,  who  found  in  the 
macabre  careers  of  vampires  and  other 
varmints  needed  respite  from  the  grimmer 
realities  of  the  day.  They  howled  for  more. 
Hollywood. "ever  ready  to  make  the  fullest 
possible  use  of  a  good  thing,  gave  it  to 
them  in  such  epics  as  The  Mumniy.  The 
Invisible  Man,  The  Werewolf  of  London 
and  The  Invisible  Ray.  The  film  makers 
were  more  thair  generous. 

Too  generous. 

Alas,  as  the  Thirties  fizzled  out  and  the 
Forties  wore  on.  a  sad  fate  overtook  all  of 
those  monsters.  Far  more  deadly  to  them 
than  dawn's  early  light,  the  wooden  stake, 
or  the  silver  bullet  were  the  waves  of  yawns 
which  began  to  greet  their  every  latest 
reincarnation,  their  every  latest  deed- 
most-foul. 

The  scriptwriters  had  learned  early  on  in 
the  game  to  leave  themselves  loopholes,  so 
that  no  matter  how  thoroughly  a  given 
creature  seemed  to  have  been  done  in.  it 
was  always  possible  to  resurrect  him  by 
science  or  accident  or  pure  dumb  luck. 

The  Ghost  of  Frankenstein.  The  Son 
of  Dracula.  The  Invisible  Man  Returns  and 
The  Mummy's  Ghost  all  attest  to  the 
futility  of  trying  to  prevail  against  mon- 
sters. Hollywood  then  tried  doubling  the 
charge.  Frankenstein  met  the  Wolf  Man. 
Who  really  cared? 

So  it  came  to  pass  that  the  relatively 
carthbound  horrors  of  Dracula  and  his  ilk. 
gave  way  before  a  new  set  of  gruesome 
laces.  The  Fifties  rolled  in  and  dragged  the 
monster  movies  out  of  the  crypt,  into  the 
Atomic  Age.  Weird  Tales  no  longer  set  the 
tone  for  horror  films;  Planet  Stories  was 
the  new  model. 

You  walked  into  a  theater  and  were 
immediately  set  upon  from  all  sides  by 
overgrown  insects,  spiders,  scorpions, 
centipedes,  leeches,  shrews,  lizards,  birds, 
people,  as  well  as  teenage  alien  invaders, 
teenage  cavemen,  teenage  Frankensteins, 
teenage  werewolves  (proof  indeed  that 
Elvis  Presley.  Chuck  Berry  and  Buddy 
Holly  were  in  some  mysterious  fashion 
adversely  affecting  the  precious  bodily 
fluids  of  America's  youth).  Venerian 
.  cucumbers  bent  on  taking  over  the  world, 
loam-rubber  mutants,  psychotic  blobs 
absorbing  victims  left  and  right.  God/ilia 
and  other  metropolis-smashing  prehistoric 
monsters,  the  like  of  which  have  never 
been  found  in  any  fossil  bed. 

The  hell  of  it  was  that  virtually  all  of 
these  SF  films'  were  being  made  by  people 
who   hadn't    so    much    as    thought    about 


MONSTER  DROPPINGS 

written  SF  since  they  were  kids,  back  in  the 
heyday  of  garish  pulp  magazines  with  titles 
like  Thrilling  Wonder  Stories  and  Captain 
Future. 

To  be  sure,  we  got  the  handsomely 
mounted,  albeit  sexism-fraught,  Forbidden 
Planet,  adapted  from  William  Shakes- 
peare's "The  Tempest."  On  TV.  courtesy 
of  "The  Twilight  Zone,"  we  got  effective 
dramatizations  of  Damon  Knight's  To 
Serve  Man  and  Jerome  Bixby's  It's  a  Good 
Life.  But  we  also  got  The  Thing  from 
Another  World,  which,  for  all  its  virtues, 
bore  almost  no  resemblance  to  "Who  Goes 
There?."  the  John  W.  Campbell  story  on 
which  it  was  based.  And  we  got  The  Brain 
Eaters,  a  bastardization  of  Robert  A.. 
Heinlein's  The  Puppet  Masters,  and. 
mostly,  we  got  a  lot  of  retreads  of  plots  that 
SF  literature  had  outgrown  anywhere  from 
10  to  40  years  before. 

There  arc  stories  in  some  of  those  old 
pulp  magazines  which  read  like  synopses 
ol  any  monster  movie  you're  likely  to  catch 
at  the  drive-in  or  on  the  late  show . 

In  The  Monster  Men.  for  instance, 
Edgar  Rice  Burroughs  combined  elements 
of  Frankenstein.  The  Island  of  Doctor 
Moreau  and  his  own  Tarzan  stories  in  a 
charming  adventure  yarn  having  to  do  with 
the  creation  of  not  one,  not  two,  but  a 
dozen  synthetic  horrors  on  a  remote  island 
in  the  Indian  Ocean. 

-  This  novel  featured  every  bit  of  stock 
schlock  imaginable:  Brilliant  but  Bananas 
Scientist,  His  Beautiful  but  Bemused 
Daughter,  Treacherous  Assistant.  Valiant 
Hero.  Shambling  Horrors. 

Burroughs  even  tossed  in  marauding 
packs  of  headhunters  and  a  complement  of 
pirates  for  good  measure.  Issued  in  book 
form  in  1929.  The  Monster  Men  originally 
appeared  in  the  Nov.,  1913  issue  of  The 
All-Story  Magazine  as  "A  Man  Without  a 
Soul."  Roger  Corman  could  just  as  easily 
have  filmed  it  from  scratch  in  1957. 

In  the  May-June,  1924,  issue  of  Weird 
Tales.  Otis  Adelbert  Kline,  a  pulp  maga- 
zine writer  best  remembered  for  Planet  of 
Peril.  The  Swordsm'an  of  Mars  and  other 
novels  of  interplanetary  romance  and 
intrigue,  set  loose  "The  Malignant  Enti- 
ty." This  vat-spawned  monstrosity,  the 
product  of  a  scientist's  attempts  to  create 
life  in  the  laboratory,  was  nothing  more 
than  the  usual  ever-hungry,  ever- growing 
glob  of  vicious  protoplasm. 

After  peeling  the  meat  from  its  makers 
bones  in  the  best  tradition  of  Things  God 
Did  Not  Mean  for  Man  to  Grow,  the  goop 
kept  terrorized  investigators  on  their  toes 
as    it    slithered   around    through    the    late 
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savant's    bouse,    leaving    an    occasion:.! 
clean-picked  skeleton  in  its  wake. 

Unlike  most  good  Creatures  of  tb  ■ 
cinema  however,  the  crawling  thing  in 
Kline's  story  never  had  the  opportunity  to 
run  amok  in  the  streets.  Its  pursuers 
contrived  to  pluck  out  its  all-importam 
nucleus,  sealed  that  vital  bit  of  gunk  in  a 
jar  and  tossed  it  into  tne  fireplace. 

Ralph    Milne    Farley,    who    also    wnv 
stories    about    dauntless    heroes    saving 
lovely  princesses  from  misbegotten  male 
factors  on  other  worlds,  wrote  "We,  the 
Mist"     about     another     monster     whose 
specialty  was  the  stripping  of  flesh  from  ii 
victim's  bones. 

Confined  at  first  to  a  deep  sink-hole  in   i 
wild  stretch  of  countryside  near  a  prisoi  , 
the  mist,   which   assimilated   not  only   i 
victims'  flesh  but  their  minds  as  well,  ha 
not  the  sense  to  move  itself  so  long  as 
had  only  rabbits  and  mice  to  eat;  it  mere, 
sat  in  its  pit  and  let  its  dinners  blunder  i  i 
as  they   might.    However,   when   a   crab 
escaped  convict  accidently.  stumbled  on 
and  into  the  tenuous  monster  .   .   .  wel 
suffice  it  to  say  that  the  malevolent  mis 
did  get  the  chance  to  run  amok  on  a  gram 
scale,    going   so   far   at    one    point    as    t. 
envelop  a  battleship. 

Amazing  Stories'  issue  of  March,  194^ 
offered  "The  Chemical  Vampire,"  by  Lc< 
Francis  (a  pseudonym  of  Leroy  Yerxa 
This- was  still  another  story  about  scientific 
endeavor  aimed  at  synthesizing  life.  But  n.  i 
mere  amoebic  horror  was  Francis's  mon 
stcr,  no  palpitating,  amorphous  test-tube 
terror.  It  had  shape.  A  woman's  shape.  t< 
be  specific. 

What  it  did  not  have,  unfortunately,  was 
a  single  internal  organ,  and  so.  being 
potato-solid  through  and  through,  it  would 
not  show  its  maker  the  faintest  flicker  of 
life.  That  is.  not  until  the  wanderjnj 
essence  of  a  vampire  invaued  the  home- 
grown body  and  animated  it  by  sheer  force 
of  will.  Francis's  hero  knew  how  to  settle  a 
vampire's  hash:  one  simply  drove  a 
wooden  stake  through  its  heart.  The 
problem,  of  course,  was  what  to  do  with  a 
vampire  that  had  no  heart. 

And  so  forth.  Deja  vu,  anyone? 
Compared  to  the  work  currently  being 
done  in  the  SF  field  by  such  writers  as 
Harlan  Ellison.  Robert  Silverberg,  Ursula 
K.  LcGuin  and  Brian  W.  Aldiss.  the 
aforesaid  pulp  stories  come  off  as  pretty 
antiquated.  But  their  mutated  offspring  are 
still  being  trotted  out  by  the  bright  boys  in 
Hollywood. 

And  you're  still  sitting  there  in  front  of 

cont.  on  1 1 
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Feedback 


Dear  Pacifica  (KPFT). 

I  am  a  loyal  subscriber  writing  with  (I 
hope)  some  constructive  criticism. 

Firstly.  I  think  KPFT  has  become  too 
sensationalist  oriented  in  some  ways. 
Sometimes  you  seem  like  you  just  want  to 
shock  people  with  tastelessness.  Criticism 
and  satire  in  all  areas  is  great  but  things 
like  meaningless  attacks  on  religious 
beliefs  or  the  mocking  of  dialects  (I  heard  a 
put-down  of  truck  drivers  which  disgusted 
me)  just  turns  good  people  off.  Also,  1  for 
one.  like  my  news  straight  without  the 
stage  voice  and  background  music.  I  think 
set  times  (in  addition  to  the  evening 
period)  for  news  would  improve  things  for 
people  who  wanted  just  to  catch  the  news 
but  didn't  have  time  to  have  the  radio  on 
continuously.  I  think  also  that  classical  and 
folk  music  could  get  a  much  fairer  shake, 
especially  with  set  times  for  classical  and 
folk  listeners. 

The  most  reluctant  criticism  I  have  to 
make  is   that   KPFT    sometimes   sounds- 
commercial  with  respect  to  the  promotion 
of  commercial   music  performances   and 
performers.  I  know  some  people,  not  as 
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•  hard  core  as  yours  truly,  who  have  vowed 
to  cease  contributing  because  of  the 
^commercialization  problem  as  well  as  the 
"problem  with  taste.  Some  folks  feel  a 
certain  brand  of  beer  and  "cosmic  cow- 
boy" music  is  being  implicitly  promoted  by 
the  station.  1  think  "redneck  rock"  has  a 
definite  place  in  the  KPFT  music  depart- 
ment but  more  of  a  sense  of  proportion  may 
be  in  order. 

I  nevertheless  owe  many  beautiful  and 
informative  listening  sessions  to  the  fine 
people  at  KPFT.  You're  still  the  best  radio 
station  in  town,  but  let's  do  what  we  can  in 
dispeling  \he  charges  of  cliquishness  and 
commercialization  I  hear  too  frequently. 

it's  possible  that  some  of  my  criticism 
may  be  somewhat  dated  by  now.  In  that 
case  1  commend  the  fine  staff  for  its 
qualitative  progress.  , 

Always  fraternally, 
.Paul  L.  Rowe 

P.S.  1  appreciate  the  benefits  played  by  the 
"cosmic  cowboy"  musicians  but  Pete 
Seeger.and  Joan  Baez  have  also  contri- 
buted to  the  station  in  this  fashion. 

[Paul,  thank  you  very  much  for  your 
criticism.  If  any  else  of  you  have  similar 
gripes,  please  let  us  know.  It  is  only 
through  such  criticism  that  we  can  get  the 
"feedback"  so  necessary  to  improvement 
of  the  station.  More  often  than  not,  you  the 
listeners  can  point  out  things  which  we  fail 
to  notice,  being  so  involved  with  the 
internal  workings  as  we  are.  We're  aware 
that  there  is  a  certain  amount  of  bullshit 
that  goes  out  over  our  air,  and  we  are 
constantly  in  the  process  of  trying  to 
pinpoint  it  and  eliminate  it.  Sometimes,  as 
you  may  realize,  it  gets  very  subtle  to  the 
point  where  we  don  7  even-  realize  it 's 
there.  And  then  again,  sometimes  it's 
blatant.  I  think  that  any  of  it  has  a  much 
better  chance  of  being  dealt  with  once  we 
get  definite  opinions,  for-  or  against,  in  the 
letters  of  our  listeners.  ■■  ed.\ 


Howdy. 

Being  on  temporary  assignment  in  the' 
armpit  of  the  nation.  1  count  the  days  to 
rwhen  I  can  click  on  that  stereo  and  get 
down  with  KPFT.  Anyway,  here's  $10  to 
help  keep  y'all  around  till  I  can  get  back-  to 
God's  country  and  Radio  90. 
Out  in  the  fringe. 
Mark  Shield 
Joliet.  Illinois 

Dear  KPFT: 

What's  all  of  this  "rock-n-roll"?????  I 
really  enjoy  KPFT  and  support  it  with  my 
money  each  month;  but  since  you  returned 
to  the  air,  1  feel  that  some  of  your 
programming  is  slipping.  I'd  like  to  hear 
more  local  (acoustic)  music  and  more 
classical.  When  1  get  home  from  work  and 


sit  d<V*vn  Willi  the  newspaper  and  the  radio 
to  relax  Id  appreciate  not  having  .a  bass 
rattling  the  walls  and  a  guitar  screeching 
through  the  airwaves,  MORE  LIVE  MUSIC 
FROM  ANDERSON  FAIR  AND  LIBERTY 
HALL. 

I  guess  you  get  my  point.  I  still  think  that 
KPFT  is  one  of  the  greatest  things  about 
living  iri  Houston. 
With  love. 
A  subscriber 

P.S.  Would  it  be  possible  to  "rerun"  The 
Fourth  Tower  of  Inverness?  That  was  one 
of  your  best  ideas  ever. 


|  Dear  subscriber,  I  really  think  you  caught 
us  at  a  had  time.  I've  been  listening  and 
have  found  thai  there  is  lot  less  rock  and 
roll  than  in  the  few  months  before  we  went 
o\ [ft  he  air.  Perhaps  you  were  just  tuned  in 
when  one  of  our  replacement  air  people 
with  a  mania  for  the- dying  forms  of  music 
had  been  given  ovek  to  the  control  board. 
If  you  keep  listening)  I  think  you  will  agree. 
As  for  Anderson  Fair  and  Liberty  Hall,  I 
heah  from  the  "engineer  that  we've  been 
having  some  trouble  witji  our  hookups. 
Hopefully,  .these  will  be  straightened  out 
soon  dud  you  will  have  your  Jill.  --  ed.) 


Self  Awareness   Festival 


On  June  7,  1975,  KPFT  will  present  the 
first  annual  KPFT  Self  Awareness  Festival. 

Festival  events  will  take  place- on  Lovett 
Blvd.,  on  the  grounds  and  in  the  buildings 
of  both  the  radio  station  and  the  Esoteric 
Philosophy  Center.  The  festival  will  being 
at  noon  and  continue  until  8  p.m. 

Informal  lectures  and  group  discussions 
will  be  held  all  day  long  on  the  lawn  of  the 
Esoteric  Philosophy  Center,  covering  such 
topics  as  symbology,  mythology,  numero- 
logy, concentration,  meditation,  contem- 
plation, yoga,  Eastern  philosophy,  I  Ching, 
astrology,  tarot,  palmistry,  astral  projec- 
tion/travel, sound/color  vibration,  trans- 
actional analysis,  Gestalt  therapy,  and 
creative  dance. 

The  School  of  Yoga  will  be  open  to  the 
public  at  5:00  p.m.   (after   the  close  of 
regular  classes),  for  a  Hatha  Yoga  lecture 
and  demonstration,  lasting  until  6:15  p.m. 
(Please,  there  must  be  no  food,  beverages, 


or  shoes  inside  the  school;  the  door  will  be 
locked  at  5:15,  when  the  lecture  is 
scheduled  to  begin.) 

At  the  KPFT  studios,  musicians  will  be 
playing  all  day,  there  will  be  a  demonstra-. 
tion  of  Kerlian  photography,  and  a  pyramid 
will  be  available  for  exploration  by  Festival 
participants.  A  cold  lunch  of  fresh  fruit, 
cheese,  bread,  iced  tea  and  lemonade,  will 
be  served  from  noon  until  3:00  p.m. 

Admission  to  the  Festival  will  cost  $2.00, 
to  be  paid  at  KPFT.  Name  tags  will  be 
issued  to  Festival  visitors  upon  their 
arrival,  enabling  them  to  move  freely 
through  the  Festival  area  for  the  rest  of  the 
day.    Lunch  will  cost  $1.50. 

'No  alcoholic  beverages  will  be  served  or 
sold.  Please  bring  a  mat  or  blanket  to  sit 
on.  In  case  of  rain,  the  Self  Awareness 
Festival  will  be  rescheduled  on  June  14,  or, 
failing  that,  the  first  clear  Saturday. 

Call  529-4951,  X3 7,  for  further  informa- 
tion. 
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GIVING  BIRTH?  I  hope  to  make  a 
portfolio  of  photographs  on  life  and  how 
it  comes  into  being.  If  you  will  be 
involved  with  the  reproductive  process, 
anywhere  from  making  love  to  giving 
birth,  and  you  could  learn  to  tolerate, 
and  even  enjoy,  an  observer,  I  would  like 
to  be  there.  I  am  serious  about  this  and 
would  appreciate  if  those  who  respond  be 
of  a  similar  persuasion.  I  am  unable  to 
pay  for  your  involvement  in  what  I'm 
hoping  to  put  together,  though  I  will  be 
happy  to  give  prints  to  people 
participating.  I  will  be  glad  to  show  my 
work  to  and  talk  with  interested  women 
and  couples.  Please  call  Jim  Thomas: 
627-1022-work,  528-4033-home.  Thank 
you. 


PIANO  FOR  SALE.  Upright  grand.  Good 
condition.  $125.  Call  529-4951  and  leave 
message  for  Ryan  Bernard,  if  not  in. 


IF  YOU  RE  READING  THIS,  you  know 
thai  M-90-N  UNCLASSIFIEDS  work.'  Do 
you  have  something  to  sell,  trade,  or  make 
known  to  30.000  readers?  Take  out  a 
M-90-N  UNCLASSIFIED  notice  and  sec  ij 
you  don  't  get  restilts.  Only  SI  for  25  words. 
Address  notice  to:  UNCLASSIFIEDS.  C/o 
M-90-N.  KPFT  Radio.  419  Lovett.  Hous- 
ton. 77006.  Make  checks  payable  to  KPFT. 


"There  is  a  price  for  the  sameness  which  liners  our  radio  dial        SI  IBSCR II  BE       NOlAf  ! 

-  it  is  the  loss  of  potentiality,  the  waste  when  an  unusual  idea, 
or  a  rare  poem,  or  a  strange  piece  of  music  is  not  communicat- 
ed. It  is  the  wast  of  saying  the  finances  of  the  broadcast  station 
owner  are  more  important  than  the  communication  of  the  rich- 
ness of  ideas  the  human  mind  is  capable  of  producing.  " 

-  Lorenzo  Milam,  from  The  Myrkin  Papers 

"Amen." 

-KPFT  Radio 
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AN  INCREDIBLE  INTERVIEW  WITH  THE  MAN  WHO  IS  AN 
INVENTOR,  FOLKSINGER,  AND  FORMER  RECORDING 
ENGINEER  FOR  THE  13TH  FLOOR  ELEVATORS 


interview  by  John  M.  Lorn  ax 

Frank  Davis  was  born  on  Aug.  2X.  1941, 
in  Bell  Cat. .  the  son  of  Sam  Davis  and 
Laura  Smutley.  He  came  lo  Houston  shortly 
thereafter,  to  a  house  on  Vassur  St.  He 
attended  Poe.  Lanier.  Lamar  and  San 
Jacinto  high  schools,  then  later  made  two 
brief  college  stabs  at  Lamar  Tech  and 
fulane.  His  academic  career  ended  before 
he  reached  the  sophomore  level,  so  he 
returned  to  Houston  about  11  years  ago  to 
continue  his  amazing  self  education. 

There  are  several  incredible  things  about 
Frank  Davis.  To  begin  with,  in  the  brief 
time  he  has  graced  this  earth,  he  has  been 
a  painter,  mobile  TV  technician,  etcher, 
recording  engineer,  sculptor,  inventor, 
rock,  and  roll  musician,  tape  recorder 
repairman,  museum  curator,  and  folk- 
singer. 

His  musical  career  alone  would  merit 
much  more  than  this  effort  to  explain  a 
.person  could  possibly  cover.  He  was  the 
engineer  for  the  13th  Floor  Elevators' 
immortal  "Easter  Everywhere''  album, 
along  with  the  Children's  album.  Lost  & 
Found  s  album  and  the  fabled  lost  Con- 
queroo  tapes.  He  has  been  a  member  of  the 
Houston  Folklore  Society  for  over  10  years 
and  was  the  third  performer  hired  by  the 
Jester.  Houston  sfolk  mecca  of  the  Sixties. 
He  has  produced  a  number  of  rock 
groups,  among  them  Black  Pearl.  (The 
story  of  that  comprises  a  healthy  portion  of 
this  feature.)  He.  has  performed  from  coast 
to  coast.  But  most  incredible  of  all  are  the 
tapes  he  has  made  of  the  music  in  his 
mind.  1  was  fortunate  to  hear  them  and  can 
only  report  that,  though  some  are  seven 
years  old  now.  they  remain  far.  far  ahead 
of  any  thing  1  've  ever  heard. 

Frank's  father,  Sam,  was  one  of  the  first 
industrial  photographers  in  the  country. 
His  grandfather  on  his  mother's  side.  D.  D. 
Smalley.  worked  for  the  railroad  and  raised 
a  family. 

Somewhere  along  the  line  he  found  the 
time  to  create  the  most  unique  museum 
you  re  ever  likely  to  encounter.  It  is  called 
the  Hyde  Park  Mini  Museum,  located  in 
the  old  Davis  home  on  Welch  St.,  between 
Wau'gh  and  Commonwealth.  If  you  know 
Frank,  bug  him  to  show  it  to  you.  (If  you 
don  t  know  him,  come  on  down  to  the  Old 
Quarter  on  a  Sunday  night  to  hear  him  sing 
his  music.) 

This  story  is  not  meant  to  be  a 
whitewash.  Frank  is  erratic  at  times,  due  u 
his  many  projects,  and  has  been  known  to 
put  away  a  drink  now  and  then.  Nonethe- 


less, he  is  the  most  remarkable  fusion  of 
art  and  science  this  writer  has  ever  known. 
Enough  drivel,  now  let  s  meet  Frank. 

I  suppose  the  thing  that  has  most 
impressed  me  has  been  the  way  you  can 
fuse  art  and  science. 

1  always,  had  a  knack  for  that  because  the 
first  thing  that  I  did  like  that  was  when  1 
was  in  art  school.  I  was  in  a  sculpture  class 
and  1  was  to  take  A  +  B  =  C,  not  AB. 
Where  you  take  a  wine  bottle  and  a  glass 
bottle  and  put  them  together,  that's  a  wine 
bottle  and  a  glass  bottle.  They  just  don't 
relate;  they're  still  two  separate  objects. 

So  I  went  over  to  this  artist's  studio  [Jim 
Love's  on  Main  Street]  and  welded  this 
guitar  neck  to  a  snare  drum.  And  .  .  .  ah.  .  . 
it  wasn't  a  snare  drum  anymore.  And  it 
wasn't  a  guitar  neck  anymore.  It  was  a 
daddy  banjo. 

What  did  you  do  with  the  drumsticks  and 
guitar  bottom? 

The  guitar  bottom  had  the  guts  taken  out 
of  it  and  Paul  Kuenstler  made  a  plastic- 
bodied  guitar  for  it  out  of  one  piece  of 

fiberglass. 

When  did  you  first  get  involved  with 


FRANK  DAVIS  AND  HIS  FAMOUS  SMILE 


early  Fifties.] 

What  songs  did  you  play? 

I  don't  remember.  I  had  a  pretty  good 
repertoire.  Three  songs  or  so.  But  that  was 
a  really  isolated  event.  I  didn't  play  much 
after  that. 

So  you  didn  't  really  pursue  music  then 
[in  1954]? 

Uhh.  No.  Then  this  friend  of  mine  got  me 
to  learn  how  to  play  the  electric  guitar 
because  he  ah,  wanted  to  become  a  star. 
He  was  gonna  become  a  star.  There  was  no 
two  ways  about  it.  Name  of  Bill  Vanstler, 
and  he  had  a  made-up  name:  Val  Dane. 


Bill  Graham,  the  owner  of  this  club  [the  Fillmore ]  comes  in  with  his  entour- 
age, and  he  looks  at  this  machine  of  mine  and  just  starts  yelling:  "WHAT  IS 
GOING  ON!!!"  And  I  say,  "Ah,  it's  so  fine,  lemme  tell  you  about  it.  Watch 
this ..." 


music/ 

I  inherited  a  mandolin  from  a  guy  named 
Fellows.  This  crazy  guy  was  a  chemist 
down  the  street.  On  Vassar.  When  he  died, 
he  left  me  his  mandolin  and  his  beautiful 
calabash  meerschaum  pipe.  And  a  whole 
•bunch  of  these  really  fine  personal  arti- 
facts. I  was  about  eight  or  nine.  I  was  just 
in  heaven. 

So  I  strung  the  mandolin  up  .  .  .  oohhh  I 
didn't  exactly  know  how  to  tune  it  or 
anything  but  I  could  get  a  couple  of  chords 
on  it;  then  I  would  go-  around  to  the 
U-Totems.  Made  a  lot  of  money.  I  even 
made  $14  one  night.' 

Playing  outside? 

No,  1  walked  into  the  store.  I  would 
generally  head  for  Pucho's  Purple  Onion. 
{Houston's  major  beatnik  hangout  in  the 


Anyway,  about  a  week  later,  he  told  me 
we  had  a  gig  y'know.  And  I  said!  "Oh,  gaw 
damn,  man.  What  the  shit  am  I  supposed 
to  do?"  So  I  learned: 

Ka-tonk  ka-tonk  ka-tonk 

and. I  figured  I  could  play  any  song  by  just 
knowing  that.  So  when  the  weekend  came 
when  the  gig  was,  we  rented  these  red 
tuxedoes,  sparkly  and  all,  get  on  the  back 
of  this  float  with  Miss  Houston  up  above 
and  go  down  to  the  Fat  Stock  how  Parade. 
And  that  was  the  gig.  The  debut.  Right  in 
the  parade. 

Was  that  when  Roy  Rogers  was  there? 

1  don't  remember.  My  eyes  were  just  full 
of  stars.  I  didn'tknow  nothing.  We  had  this 
singer,  guy  was  so  incredible.  The  singer 
had,    I  guess   about  four  or  five   months 


before,  just  been  bitten  in  the  forearm  by  a 
six-foot  rattlesnake.  He  was  one  of  those 
guys  who  catches  snakes.  Name  of  Granger 
Hunt,  a  son  of  a  big  judge  in  town.  He's  got 
a  scorpion  named  after  him,  a  real  science 
nut. 

He  just  barely  lived  from  the  snake  bite. 
Everyone  was  surprised  that  he  lived  at  all. 
But  at  any  rate,  his  hand  had  no  feeling  at 
all  because  it  was  starting  to  shrivel.  So  he 
just  taped  this  guitar  pick  to  his  hand.  And 
here  we  go.  Got  these  red  tuxedoes  oh, 
she's  up  on  the  top  and  we  rolled  on  out  to 
the  parade. 

We  did  "Honky-Tonk,"  "Roll  Over 
Beethoven"  and  one  other  song:  "Johnny 
B.  Goode."  So  up  and  down  Main  Street 
we  went.  See,  we  didn't  have  to  do  but  one 
song  because  by  the  time  we'd  get  by  the 
crowd  on  the  street  they  wouldn't  know  we 
could  only  do  one  song. 

It  was  just  perfect.  All  the  time  people 
would  be  running  behind  the  float  trying  to 
grab  the  back  of  the  drummer's  seat.  They 
wanted  to  get  on  the  back  of  the  float. 
We'd  be  playing  rockin'  music  and  they'd 
want  to  dance  on  the  back  of  the  float. 
They'd  be  yanking  the  drummer  right  off 
the  back  of  the  float. 

So,  oh,  the  most  hilarious  thing  was  here 
we  are  on  the  float,  the  generators  are 
humming,  we're  playing  "Roll  Over  Bee- 
thoven," and  it  starts  to  rain.  I  feel  these 
drops  hitting  me  all  over  the  back  and  I've 
got  this  rented  tux.  Oh  no,  it's  gonn? 
happen  to  me.  I'm  gonna  be  electrocuted 
and  I'm  gonna  have  a  bill  to  pay  on  top  of 
that. 

So  it  was  a  beautiful,  sunshiny  day,  I 
couldn't  figure  out  what  the  shit's  hap- 
pening. So  I  look  up  in  front  and  here's 
Granger:  "Roll  Over  Beethoven,"  y'know, 
and  he  has  lost  his  pick  and  is  grinding  the 
ends  of  his  fingers  off  and  he  doesn't  even 
know  it.  He  has  no  feeling  there.  Just 
splattering  blood  everywhere,  this  rain  of 
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INVENTION  (cont.  from  3) 

blood  all  over  and  he's  just  singing,  his 
eyes  arc  closed  and  he's  giving  it  this  and 
he  has  this  nubby.  bloody  thing  on  the  end 
of  his  hand,  just  gushing  blood  all  over 
everything. 

So  I  hit  him  on  the  back  and  said. 
•Goddam.  Granger,  look  at  your  hand." 

He  says.  "Unnnhh."  pulls  his  shirttail 
down  -  you  know,  it  was  cuffed  --  pulls  his 
hand  into  his  cuff,  and  ties  it  up  .  .  . 

Let  \s  talk  about  science  for  awhile.  What 
do  you  recall  regarding  your  initial 
interests  in  this  area? 

Well,  electricity  fascinated  me.  All  my 
life.  The  first  thing  that  1  tried  to  do  was 
really  as  esoteric  as  the  stupid  things  1 
think  of  now.  And  I  swore  it  worked  but  I 
really  wasn't  sure  if  I  was  fooling  myself  or 
not. 

1  got  a  magnet  and  1  would  arrange  these 
nails  on  it  in  these  intricate  matrixes  and 
all.  I  would  sit  in  front  of  them  for  hours 
trying  to  feel  it.  I  thought  1  could  feel  heat 
and  stuff  being  given  off  from  it.  From  the 
feeling.  It  just  blew  my  mind  and  I  thought 
about  it  all  the  time. 

How  old  were  you  at  that  time? 

Right  around  when  I  first  started  going 
to  kindergarten,  five  or  six.  Magnets  were 
magic,  man,  they  were  just  magic. 

From  then  on  you  wanted  to  understand? 

No.  I  wanted  to  understand  it.  but  I 
thought  I  already  understood  it.  And  so  I 
would  look  for  things  to  support  my 
feelings.  1  would  go  get  old  books  about 
electricity  and  try  to  find  things  that  would 
support  the  way  I  thought. 

That  could  clear  it  up  for  me.  I  always 
thought  that  1  knew  more  than  the  book. 

Jn  a  way  I  knew  that  I  had  something  to 
do  with  it  but  the  book  didn't  know  what  \ 
wanted  to  do  with  it.  And  at  any  rate,  I  was 
gonna  do  something  else  with  it.  I  wos 
gonna  experiment. 

Do  you  know  what  a  spark  coil  is?  I 
would  take  the  spark  coil  and  put  a  big  of 
thick  wire  on  the  hot  wire  and  1  would  wrap 
it  around  my  leg.  just  wrap  one  whole  leg 
in  that,  then  take  the  other  side  and  wrap 
that  whole  other  leg.  I'd  turn  that  thing  on. 
turn  out  the  lights,  and  it  would  just  be 
gungbusters  man;  this  blue  light  all  over 
my  legs. 

Weren  t  you  being  shocked? 

Yes.  It  was  very  invigorating.  The 
muscles  would  start  going  but  it  is  not  like 
a  direct  shock  because  you  have  this 
insulation  on  the  wire.  You  got  this  super 
high  tingle.  Just  like  blue  light.  And  all 
those  sparks  and  I  always  liked  sparks. 

Is  this  for  real?  I  was  always  scared 
shitless  by  electricity. 


You  shouldn't  feel  that  way.  it's  really 
neat. 

When  you  were  in  junior  high  were  you 
still  interfiled  in  science? 

No.  1  was«nto  the  arts  then.  When  1  got 
into  the  arts  it  was  because  I  did  a  thing  in 
junior  high  and  got  an  award.  So  I  went 
heavily  into  painting  and  sculpture.  When 
1  was  in  high  school  I  was  mostly  into 
mechanics,  cars  and  things  like  that.  1  had 
a  T-model  Ford  1  rebuilt.  Beautiful. 

So  we  have  these  kind  of  parallel  things. 
Working  in  the  arts  and  in  the  sciences  at 
the  same  time.  How  did  you  first  start 
performing?  Acoustically. 

I  think,  I  keep  thinking  ...  the  Jester, 
photo  courtesy  of  Pat  Faucheaux 


with  her  and  we  became  a  duo.  I  was  also 
performing  as  a  single. 

Finally,  we  made  it  in  California.  Kay 
and  I  played  at  all  those  snobby  places,  the 
Ash  Grove,  the  Ice  House,  and  we  thought 
we  were  just  ...  we  thought  were  were 
more  than  a  nightclub  act.  a  super  pure 
form  of  folk  music,  unknown  to  Texas. 

In  your  engineering  days  you  hud  a  lot  oj 
contact  with  the  13th  Floor  Elevators. 
What  did  you  think  of  them? 

I  can't  really  say  anything  about  it.  They 
made  an  incredible  impression  on  me 
because,  aahh.  well  Rocky,  his  vibrance 
was  so  incredible.  These  people  were  just 
far  out  there.  I  thought  they  had  instan- 
taneous communication  with  some  foreign 
sphere.  Felt  that  they,  were  really  right 
there. 


FRANK  DAVIS  AS  A  KID,  already  messing  with  the  tools  that  would  occupy 
his  later  life. 


except  for  when  I  was  in  elementary 
school.  I  would  dance  and  stuff  like  that, 
make  records  and  do  comedy  routines.  I 
liked  performing  because  I  could  get  into 
these  n)oods  and  actually  project  them.  1 
thought  that  was  really,  fantastic,  that 
people  would  actually.  1  think,  see  it.  The 
way  I  saw  it. 

And  in  rock  and  roll,  if  you  get  'em  to 
move  around  and  stuff  like  that.  We  were 
always  in  bars,  it  was  a  whole  different 
scene  and  people  never  really  listened  to 
the  quality  in  the  music. 

How'd  you  get  involved  in  record 
engineering? 

That  was  after  I  got  out  of  folk  music.  I 
went  through  the  Jester  in  about  a  year  and 
a  half  and  I  got  involved  with  Kay  Oslin 
and  we  went  on  the  road.  Started  singing 


After  this  song,  "Slip  Inside  This 
House"  [from  "Easter  Everywhere"]  we 
had  been  mixing  it  all  night  and  all  day;  it's 
a  real  long,  complicated  song.  It's  got  eight 
tracks.  It  was  tlie  weirdest  goddam  mix, 
because  of  the  way  these  people  put  their 
stuff  down,  they'd  talk  all  the  way  through 
it.  they'd  be  arguing  about  some  of  the 
craziest  shit  you  ever  heard.  I  mean  it  just 
didn't  seem  to  make  any  sense  whatsoever 
and  you'd  start  snapping  and  get  back  on 
the  knobs  and  all  of  a  sudden  you're  way 
out  in  space. 

So  we  finished  the  mix,  and  they  heard 
it,  and  Tommy  Hall  --  he  was  the  writer  -- 
just  really  spaced  out.  They  didn't  really 
talk  about  anything  after  that,  after  the 
final  mix.  And  I  thought  ...  the  music  is 
very  visual,  and  I  was  somewhere  in  the 
end  and  there  was  something  about  this 
king. 


S»»  I  .  .  .  Rocky  was  there,  he  was  the  last 
lo  leave  ...  I  said  I  thought  this  was  this 
way  and  Rocky  said.  "No.  man.  wait  just  a 
second." 

He  told  them  | the  band]  to  go  on  and  he 
stayed  and  said.  "C'mon  over  here  and  sit 
clown."  He  just  got  yellow  all  over,  this 
little,  little  thing  all  around  the  edges  of  his 
head  started  getting  yellow. 

His  head  was  real  wide  and  he  had  lots  of 
hair,  y'know.  His  eyes  were  just..  .  .  Phew! 
Like  saucers,  standing  about  three  inches 
out  from  his  head. 

Yeah,  so  I  just  gave  in  to  it  right  then. 
This  happened  to  me  on  yoga  one  time,  but 
it  was  nothing  like  this;  this  was  very 
liquid.  The  whole  top  just  started  turning 
and  it  was  way  up  here  [touches  his  head| 
and  it  was  something  not  in  vision. 

It  opened  up  like  that,  like  a  vortex  right 
down  into  my  head  and  he  was  up  there 
looking  down  like  that  saying.  "C'mon. 
like  this." 

And  bong!  I  went  out  and  I  don't 
remember  a  thing  after  that  for  two  or 
three  days.  I  thought  I  was  floating  around 
the  room.  I  thought  I  was  levitating.  I 
swore  that  he  was  levitating  me.  And  after 
that  I  thought  1  could.  I  thought  I  did  it 
once  after  that.  too.  which  was  a  complete- 
ly different  scene. 

Maybe  Rocky  slipped  you  some  acid? 

No.  1  don't  think  so.  1  had  heard  that 
could  happen  so  I  was  wary.  Besides.  I  was 
always  real  leery  of  acid. 

What  about  the  Black  Pearl  episode? 

Oh  yeah.  This  company  had  just  merged 
with  this  California  company.  The  new 
company  was  called  Gulf  Pacific.  Two  or 
three  con  men  in  California  as  it  turned  out 
...  So  we  were  doing  all  these  things  for 
Ampex  at  that  time,  lots  and  lots  of  groups. 
So  1  was  given  this  group  [Black  Pearl] 
from  one  of  the  California  people's  stable. 

They  were  supposed  to  be  the  hottest 
thing  going  at  that  time,  guy  was  into 
taking  his  shirt  off  on  stage,  stuff  like 
that,  really  getting  down.  They  were  really 
good,  but  everyone  from  that  part  of  the 
country  was  that  good  then. Real  slick.  A 
California  performing  band,  getting  into  a 
lot  of  visual  things.  He  [the  singer)  would 
wear  satins  and  sparkles  and  such,  tear  his 
shirt  off,  get  down  on  the  mike,  fall  down 
on  the  stage  and  all. 

So  I  get  to  produce  these  guys.  So  oh 
boy!  Also  we  get  to  fly  out  to  California.  It 
was  the  big  time  again.  This  time  I  thought 
I  was  gonna  be  ...  I  felt  like  I  was  gonna  be 
a  hero  .  .  . 

So  I  made  this  machine.  The  concept  of  it 
is  pretty  much  the  Doppler  effect,  which  is 
a  changing  of  the  frequency  of  sound 
because  of  movement  of  either  the  source 
or  the  hearer  (like  a  train  going  by). 

And  I  knew  that  the  Leslie  turned  the 
sound  source  around  and  kinda  bounced  it 
off  the  rt>om.  And  had  a  kinda  round  effect. 

cont.  on  6 
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by  Gavan  Duffy 

THE  PRESIDENTIAL  PICKUP? 

homier    U.S.     Sen.     Fred     Harris    of 

Oklahoma  visited  Houston  recently,  at- 
tempting to  drum  up  support  for  his  bid  to 
capture  the  Democratic  presidential  nomi- 
nation. Harris,  noted  for  his  populist  style, 
harangued  against  the  military  establish- 
ment, multinational  corporations  and  Ger- 
ald Ford's  economic  policies  from  the  bed 
of  a  pickup  truck. 

Shades  of  Huey  Long! 

Harris  gathered  a  substantiaLcrowd  of 
Houston-area  liberals  who,  like  many 
liberals  throughout  the  country,  are  trying 
to  decide  whether  to  support  Harris  or  U.S. 
Rep.  Morris  Udall,  the  only  two  announced 
liberal  candidates. 

The  only  local  liberal  officeholder  visibly 
surveying  Harris  at  the  rally  wac  City 
Controller  Leonel  Castillo. 

THE  SWAT  PLOT 

The  Houston  Police  Department's  new 
Special  Weapons  and  Tactics  (SWAT)  team 
has  come  under  "considerable  fire  from 
many  citizens  who  point  to  the  fact  that 
SWAT  units  in  other  cities  have  abused 
their  power. 

In  Detroit,  for  instance,  the  SWAT  team 
there  was  forced  to  disband  after  massive 
public  outrage  was  expressed  concerning 
the  excessive  shooting  deaths  involving 
SWATsters. 

Citizen  concern  that  this  might  be 
repeated  in  Houston  prompted  Police  Chief 
Carrol  Lynn  to  state  that  the  local  SWAT 
team  is  not  a  "kill  squad." 

The.  local  SWAT  team  is  essentially  an 
outgrowth  of  the  old  Tactical  (Tac)  Squad. 
There  are,  however,  notable  differences 
between  the  SWAT  team  and  the  Tac 
Squad; 

The  SWATsters  (who  are  assigned  to 
reduce  armed  robberies  and  burglaries  as 
well  as  handle'  incidents  of  sniping  and 
cases  in  which  hostages  are  held)  received 
extra  training  at  the  FBI  Training  Center  in 
Quantico,  V<T.  And,  unlike  the  Tac  Squad, 
the  SWAT  team  is  in  the  Special  Investiga- 
tions Bureau  of  the  Police  Department. 

According  to  a  police  spokesperson, 
SWAT  was  placed  in  the  Special  Investiga- 
tions Burdau  and  not  in  the  Patrol  Bureau 
(which  oversaw  the  Tac  Squad)  because  the 
Patrol  Bureau  is  already  overburdened, 
and  Chief  Lyrm  feels  that  Special  Investi- 
gations can  more  easily,  administrate  the 
elite  unit. 

The  Special  Investigations  Bureau  con- 
sists of  what  have  historically  been  the 
most  corrupt  police  divisions:  Vice,  Narco- 
tics and  Criminal  Intelligence. 

Granted,  Chief  Lynn  has  taken  nume- 
rous, steps  to  clearr  up  these  divisions  and 
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he  has,  in  some-cases,  even  exposed  illegal 
activities  that  were  conducted  by  them 
during  the  administration  of  former  Police 
Chief  Herman  Short.  But  what  about  future 
police  administrations? 

The  combination  of  the  heavily-armed 
and  brutally-trained  SWAT  unit  with  the 
politically-sensitive  divisions  of  the  Special 
Investigations  Bureau  could  easily  invite  a 
future  police  administrator  to  use  the 
SWAT- team  to  repress  those  people  under 
investigation  by  Narcotics,  Vice  and  Cri- 
minal Intelligence.  And  recent  disclosures 
concerning  these  divisions  indicate  that 
those  under  investigation  by  them  are  not 
always,  criminals. 


IN  LEIU  OF  INTELLIGENCE 

The  Law  Enforcement  Intelligence  Unit 

(LEIU)  of  Long  Beach,  Cal.,  a  national 
information  exchange  between  police  in- 
telligence units  across  the  country,  has 
dropped  the  membership  of  the  Houston 
Police  Department  because  of  the  recent 
changes  in  the  administration  of  the  local 
Criminal  Intelligence  Division  (CID)  and 
becduse  of  the  seizure  of  the  CID  files  by  a 
federal  court. 

According  to  a  police  source,  the  LEIU 
routinely  suspends  a  police  department 
whenever  there  is  a  change  in  the 
leadership  of  its  intelligence  division.  The 
source  said  that  this  procedure  is  followed 
so  that  information  provided  by  the  LEIU 
does  not  fall  into  the  wrong  political  hands. 

Apparently,  the  LEIU  feels  that  the 
Houston  police  are  a  bad  risk  since  they  let 
their  intelligence  files  be  snapped  up  by  a 
federal  judge. 

But  why  should  this  national  police 
agency  be  so  concerned  about  the  political 
persuasion  of  the  police  it  exchanges 
criminal  information  with?  Unless,  of 
course,  the  information  it  is  exchanging  is 
not  criminal,  but  political  in  nature.  We 
may  never  know,  because  police  intelli- 
gence information  is  deemed  confidential. 

STILL  MORE  ON  McCONN  JOB 

Even  though  City  Councilman  Jim 
McConn  has  admitted  that  he  wants  to  run 
against  Fred  Hofheinz  and  even  though  he 
admits  that  the  money  to  finance  his 
campaign  is  "flowing  like  glue,"  he 
adamently  denies  that  he  is  actively 
soliciting  campaign  donations. 

And  for  good  reason,  too.  If  he  is 
soliciting  money,  he  would  be  in  violation 
of  the  Texas  Election  Code  because  he  has 
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not  yet  filed  the  name  of  his  campaign 
manager  with  the  City  Secretary,  which  is 
required  by  the  code  before  any  money  can 
be  solicited. 

How  does  Councilman  McConn  know 
that  the  money  is  flowing  like  glue  if  he 
hasn't  asked  for  any? 

HOMER  HARRASSED 

Transcripts  of  Police  Chief  Carrol  Lynn's 
tape-recorded  telephone  conversations 
during  his  internal  investigation  of  illegal 
police  surveillance  activities  indicate  that 
some  of  the  information  gathered  was  used 
for  political  purposes  and  that  some  of  the 
officers  assigned  to  City  Hall  occasionally 
checked  out  body  microphones  from  the 
Police  Communications  Division. 

Of  the  four  officers  assigned  to  City  Hall 
at  the  time,  only  one  -  Detective  Homer 
Harris  --  admitted  that  he  used  a  body 
microphone.  Harris  said  that  he  only  used 
a  body  mike  once  and  that  he  didn't  use  it 
to  gather  political  information. 

Harris,  who  was  then-Mayor  Louie 
Welch's  bodyguard  at  the  time,  was 
allegedly  involved  in  a  bizarre  political 
incident  just  prior  to  the  J971  mayoral 
election  which  pitted  Welch  against  Fred 
Hofheinz. 

Nat  Terence  (now  deceased)  was  for 
almost  40  years  the  publisher  of  a  local 
tabloid,  The  Houstonian,  which  was  filled 
with  Terence's  discourses  on  whatever 
scandal  was  current  along  with  a  hefty 
number  of  legal  notices. 

In  his  edition  of  Nov.  23,  1971,  Terence 
charged  that  Homer  Harris  and  Welch 
campaign  aide  David  M.  Lewis  ransacked 
his  print  shop  and  destroyed  all  the  plates, 
proofs  and  the  original  and  carbon  copies 
of  an  article  which  charged  that  Fred 
Hofheinz  was  getting  his  financial  cam- 
paign support  from  elements  of  organized 
crime. 


.  Terence  said  that  Mayor  Welch  at  first 
tried  to  force  him  to  print  the  article  but 
later  sent  his  cronies  to  quash  its 
publication  because  the  Hofheinz  camp 
threatened  to  sue  The  Houstonian  and 
Welch  for  a  million  dollars  each  if  the 
allegations  were  printed. 

It  was  rumored  at  the  time  that  The 
Houstonian  would  print  thousands  of  extra 
copies  of  the  edition  containing  the 
Hofheinz  allegations  and  that  the  extra 
copies  would  be  distributed  all  over  the 
southwest  side  of  town  by  the  Fire 
Department. 

THE  PORK  BARREL 

Mayor  Fred  Hofheinz  is  griping  that  the 
Houston -Calves  ton  Area  Council  (HGAC) 
isn't  giving  the  Houston  Police  Department 
a  big  enough  slice  of  the  federal  pie.  The 
HGAC  funnels  all  requests  for  federal  Law 
Enforcement  Assistance  Administration 
(LEAA)  grants. 

Hofheinz  says  that  Houston  has  65 
percent  of  the  area's  crime  and  only 
receives  43  percent -of  the  available  LEAA 
funds. 

What  hizzoner  might  be  better  advised 
to  do,  however,  is  to  allocate  the  federal 
funds  in  a  more  reasonable  manner. 

In  this  year's  grant  requests,  the  city 
police  asked  for  $222,623  for  riot  control 
equipment  when  the  city  hasn't  seen  a  riot 
since  the  Texas  Southern  University  inci- 
dent back  in  1967.  And  there  is  widespread 
belief  in  the  community  that  the  TSU 
incident  was  more  a  police  riot  than 
anything  else. 

[Gavan  Duffy  is  one  of  KPFT's  Informa- 
zbids,  and  can  be  heard  both  on  INFOR- 
MAZINE.  weekdays  from  5  to  7  p.m.,  and 
on  his  own  show,  "The  Tip  of  the 
Iceberg.  "J 
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INVENTION  (cont.  from  4) 

But  1  wanted  something  a  lot  different  from 
that.  1  wanted  to  be  able  to  have  the  band 
be  on  the  train,  they  would  be  playing  as 
they  go-by  but  then  you  would  be  able  to 
hear  them  all  the  time. 

To  give  the  sensation  oj  speed? 

Of  speed  and  movement  and  turning, 
especially  the  spiral  movement.  So  this 
machine  enabled  you  to  hear  from  40  to  70 
mph  away  from  the  sound  source,  yet 
always  staying  the  same  distance  from 
them.  Not  losing  any  volume  so  the  band 
wouldn't  have  to  be  shot  down  the  street  at 
40  mph.  but  you'd  stay  right  there. 


Whui   <ih 
ually? 


■I,,-    setup  consist   .;/'  pity  si- 


throw    it    into   a    stall.    Right    above    the 
airport. 

Did  you  wear  goggles? 

No.  nothing  like  that,  it  had  windows. 
But  wc  were  very  heavy.  First  off.  you  got  a 
five  horsepower  ...  it  was  the  smallest 
hydraulic  motor  and  transmitter  I  could 
find,  with  a  head  so  big  .  .  .  Then  there  was 
the  other  head,  then  this  valve,  then  the 
motor,  then  the  flywheel,  then  the  mech- 
anism that  holds  those  two  tog  ther,  all  the 
hose,  then  like  uh.  20  gallons  of  hydraulic 
fluid. 

It  was  right  down  to  the  day.  We  were 
gonna  fly  out  there  and  record  it  live  that 
night.  So  wc  take  off  and  it  was  the  longest 
time  I've  ever  spent  on  a  runway. 


I  never  had  read  an  aviation  map  or 
anything  and  we're  tryin'  to  find  this 
beacon,  all  this  smoke  is  pouring  out  and 
wc  gotta  get  some  gas.  This  little  airport. 
And  we'd  miscalculated  and  so  on  all  over 
the  place.  We  were  flying  into  a  headwind, 
we  were  losing  gas  and  wc  were  over- 
loaded in  the  first  place.  We  looked  around 
for  this  beacon.  Meanwhile  all  the  dials 
were  startin'  to  go  funny  and  the  motor  was 
sounding  like  a  washing  machine. 

So  Walter  just  slams  his  hand  down  and 
sluits  all  the  battery  systems  and  electrical 
stuff  off  so.  we're  running  #only  on  the 
magneto.  The  engine  starts  back  up  and 
we're  all  right:  The  smoke  dies  •  down  a< 
little  but  that  wire  stinks.  Never  goes  away 
and  you're  wondering  all  the  time  If  it  has 
really  gone  out  or  if  there  is  a  fire  still. 


Well,  linaliv  I  had  to  use  hydraulics 
because  of  ihe  vibration  problems  involved 
using  gears  and  electric  motors.  With  a 
hydraulic  head  with  two  mike  out  on 
eight-foot  booms  that  are  opposing  one 
another  so  you  had  like  a  16-foot  wmg- 
spread  between  your  mikes.  They  then 
turned  at  70  to  SO  revolutions  per  minute 

Had  you  heard  tapes  of  the  group  or  do 
the  machine  independently? 

Independently  of  the  group.  I  had  flown 
out  there  and  saw  that  they  were  real 
flashy  .  .  .  They  would  be  up  at  the  front 
and  the  mikes  would  be  up  above  them  .  .  . 
This  was  to  be  recorded  at  the  Filmore 
West,  the  big  club  in  San  Francisco. 

So  1  finished  building  the  machine.  It's 
almost  the  deadline.  I'm  building  it  in 
Houston.  By  this  time  Walter  [Andrus. 
owner  of  the  then  Andrus  Recording 
Studio]  ...  we  were  so  affluent  at  the  time 
we  had  a  private  plane,  an  old  Blanca.  It's 
a  heavy  plane,  heavy  as  shit  but  it  goes  real 
fast.  Like  a  lead  glider.  Whooossssshh.  If 
you  get  it  going  fast  enough,  man,  it  goes. 
Like  crazy.  ZZZuuuuunnnnk.  But  if  you  get 
it  going  too  slow  it  .  .  . 

Falls  like  a  rock. 

Yeah.  You  have  to  land  it  like  almost 
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By  this  time,  we're  flying  under  the  buzzards. 
And  those  little  pine  trees,  they're  not  little 
anymore,  man,  those  are  big  pine  trees. 


Were  you  pedalling  It? 

Walter  was  flying  it.  He's  crazy,  he's 
crazy  in  an  airplane,  y'know.  and  it  always 
made  me  nervous  because  he's  real  fast 
and  jerky  in  a  car.  Bristly  moustache  and 
all. 

So  we  start  flying  and  the  first  thing  that 
happens  is  this  smoke  and  all  that  starts 
pouring  out.  About  the  time  we  are  circling 
around.  I'm  the  navigator,  see,  and  there's 
all  these  pipes  and  things  coming  along- 
side me  from  the  booms  on  the  mikes  and 
I'm  like  this,  scrunched  up,  trying  to  read 
this  map. 


We  land  and  find  what  had  happened 
was  there  was  this  battery  cable  which  had 
worn  a  little  hole  in  it  from*  the  vibration 
and  had  arced  itself  to  the  frame.  Melted 
insulation  all  over  the  place.  Oh  yeeck.  So 
how  do  you  start  it?  The  battery  is  all 
:fucked  up.  Oh  man. 

In  the  area  [Roswell,  N.M.]  thece  was! 
something  like  a  Crosley  or  a  Mobley  plant, 
so  we  went  out,  got  a  cab  and  drove  out 
tl  ere  but  they  didn't  give  us  a  th'.ng.  So, 
how  we  finally  fixed  it  was,  on  the- way  back 
from  the  plane  factory  we  saw  this  tractor 
on  the  side,  of  the  road.  An  abandoned  old 


tractor,  rusty  .old  thing,  so  we  ripped  the 
battery  cable  off  it.  got  it.  put  it  on  the 
plane,  hopped  in  and,  man,  by  this  time  we 
thought  wc  were  really,  we  were  cool.  We 
had  won  the  luck  from  here  on  in.  Got  gas. 
Turned  it  on  and  off  we  went  .  .  . 

So  we  went  on  and  on  and  Walter's 
looking  for  this  hole  in  the  mountains  to  try 
to  get  us  into  Albuquerque.  There  was  this 
big,  old  bunch  of  mountains  right  there.  Go 
up  there  and  find  this  hole  and  kinda  just 
get  on  up  there. 

So  I  said.  "No,  man,  not  that  way. 
this  way." 

And  he  said:  "No.  you're  wrong."  and 
starts  heading  for  this  9,000-foot  mountain. . 
I'm  just  getting  real  uptight   because   I 
know  I'm  right. 

I  said.  "That's  crazy,"  and  he  says:, 
"Oh,  we  can  make  it  even  if  it  is  that 
mountain." 

It  was  like  Little  Toot,  from  there  on  and 
we  were  ..  .  .  the  air's  starting  to  get 
thinner.'  the  props  are  going  faster,  the 
grass  is  coming  in  and  we're  flying  under 
.the  buzzards.  And  then  you  can  see  all  the 
trees  and  squirrels  and  shit,  little  pine 
trees,  they're  not  little  anymore,  man. 
those  are  big  pine  trees  .... 
•  All  of  a.  sudden,"  there's  Albuquerque. 
Like  we  just  glide  over  the  top,  just  barely 
make  it.  By  now,  too,  we  were  real,  .eal, 
real  late. 

Were  you  .also  consuming  .  .  .  ? 

Consuming  tremendous  amounts  of  fuel. 

7  meant  drinking  or  doping. 

Oh,  God,, *nol  No  no  no  no.  No  sir. 
Uh-uhh.  I  was  the  navigator.  So  Walter 
was  getting  real  sad  and  nervous  and  I 
said.  "Well,  I  gotta  play  tonight,  gotta  do 
the  thing  tonight. 

It's  starting  to  get  late  and  there's  this 
airshow  going  on  at  the  airport.  P-32's  or 
P-38's  or  whatever  those  things  are,  just 
zooming  all  over  the  place.  Can't  get  your 
plane  in  or  out. 

Well,  we  decided  the  onl>  thing  to  do 
was  to  get  a  commercial  flight  'cause  we 
were  only  making  150  mph  [in  the  Blanca). 

cont.  on  8 


2nd  ANNUAL 

IMPORT  SALE 

JUNE  7-14 


Most  Complete  Selection 
of  Imports  in  U.S. 


Clear  Light  Symphony  --  $4.99 
Kraftwerk  "Ralf  &  Florian"  -  $4.99 
Fripp  &  Eno  »  $3.99 
"Remember  the  Yardbirds"  -$3.99 
Hendrix  "Loose  Ends"  -  $4.99 
The  Entire  ECM  Catalog  -  $4.99  ea. 

(doubles  --  $7.99) 
Klaus  Schulze  "Picture  Music,"  "Irrlicht" and 

"Black  Dance"  -  $4.99 
Cream  "Disraeli  Gears" and  "Goodbye" - 

$4.99  »  "Fresh  Cream  "  »  $3.99 
Hatfield  &  The  North  "Rotter's  Club"  -  $4.99 
Gong  "Camembert  Electrique"  -  $2.99  -- 

"Flying  Teapot"  "Angel's  Egg" and  "You" 

-$4.99 
Nektar  "Tab" and  "Center  of  the  Eye"  -  $4.99 


OFF 


Sale   Prices  also 
good  at  the 


Record  factory 


•ws 


5364  Westheimer  627-9613 
Sharpstown  Center  771-9027 
Nbrthline    Mall         695-1415 


All  Imports 

except    classical 


Import  Pressings  of:. 

Beatles 

King  Crimson 

Genesis 

Pink  Floyd 

Yes 

Gentle  Giant 
Imported  Tapes 
Imported  Singles  and  E.P.'s 
Rare  Cut-Out  Imports  -  $3.99 
Kinks  "Golden  Hour  I  "and  "2"  -  $2.99 
Blind  Faith  --  $4.99 
Ramases  "Space  Hymns" and  Glass  Top    p 

Coffin"  -  $4.99 
Giles,  Giles  &  Fripp  -  $3.99 
Beatles/Stones  Live  -  $3.99 


M-90-N  &  W.R. 


Aetherea 

Father  of  Radio 


THE  WEIRD  STORY  OF  NATHAN  B.  STUBBLEFIELD 

(Originally  titled  "A  Brief  Introduction  to  What  It's  All 
About,"  preprinted  from  the  soon-to-be-published  3rd 
Edition  of  Sex  and  Broadcasting.) 


by  Lorenzo  W.  Milam 

Somewhere  in  the  shadows  of  the  early 
history  of  radio  looms .  the  mysterious 
figure  of  Nathan  B.  Stubble  field.  Nathan 
B.  Stubblefield?  Nora  Blatch?  Reginald  A 
Fessenden?  Professor  Amos  Dolbear? 
Where  do  they  get  those  names? 

Nathan  B.  Stubblefield  was  born  in, 
grew  up  in,  lived  in,  and  died  in  Murray, 
Kentucky.  The  citizens  of  that  -miniscule 
town  were  affectionate  towards  their  mad 
radio  genius,  and  erected  a  monument  to 
Stubblefield  in  1930.  They  called  him  The 
Father  of  Radio. 

Stubblefield  was  poor,  and  a  mystic.  He 
was  a  mendicant  and  a  martyr'  to  his 
invention.  Everyone  wanted  to  steal  his 
invention  from  him.  Jim  Lucas  said  that  his 
home  was  so  wired  "that  if  a  stranger 
approached  within  a  half-mile,  it  set  off  a 
battery  of  bells."  And  Stubbjefield,  stubby 
mystic  that  he  was,  said: 

/  have  solved  the  problem  of.  tele- 
phoning without  wires  through  the 
earth    as    Signor    Marconi    has    of 


sending  signals  through  space.  But. 
I  can  also  telephone  without  wires 
through  space  as  well  as  through  the 
earth,  because  my  medium  is  every- 
where. 

My  medium  is  everywhere.  Nathan  B. 
Stubblefield,  the  self-taught  inventor  of 
Murray,  Kentucky,  who  would  later  tell 
people  that  he  would  turn  whole  hillsides 
light  with  'mysterious  beams.'  Stubble- 
field, the  mystic  of  the  mystic  transmission 
of  waves  everywhere,  through  air  and.  land 
and  water,  to  the  nether  reaches  of  the. 
stars. 

Everybody  knew  about  Stubblefield's 
Black  Box.  The  Black  Box  made  the  light, 
and  the  voice,  out  of  the  air.  In  1892  (14 
years  before  Fessenden's  experiment  from 
Brant  Rock)  he  handed  his  friend  Rainey  T. 
Wells  a  box,  and  told  him  to  walk  away 
from  the  shack.  Stubblefield  always  lived 
in  a  shack.  Wells  said  later: 

/  had  hardly  reached  my  post .  .  .  when  I 
heard  HELLO  RAINEY  come  boom- 
ing out  of  the  receiver.  I  jumped  a 


foot  and  said  to  myself  THIS 
FELLOW  IS  FOOLING  ME. HE  HAS 
WIRES  SOMEPLACE.  [Wells 
moved  a  few  feet  further  on].  All  the 
while  he  kept  talking  to  me  but  there 
were  no  wires  I  tell  you. 

This  fellow  is  fooling  me  .  .  .  there  were 
no  wires.  I  tell  you.  Early  radio,  radio 
magic,  the  magic  of  sending  the  voice 
through  nothing.  Nathan  B.  Stubblefield, 
the  magician  with  the  black  box  and  all  the 
lights,  the  man  who  could  make  the  voice 
travel  through  thin  air. 

They  stole  his  invention.  Of  course:  they 
always  do.  The  Wireless  Telephone  Com- 
pany of  America,  set  up  by  'promoters'  and 
'speculators.'  Smooth  talkers  (unlike  un- 
verbal  mystic  Stubblefield)  who  jacked  up 
the  price  of  the  stock  and  disappeared. 
Stubblefield  wrote  for  the  prospectus: 

/  can  telephone  without  wires  a  mile 
or  more  now,  and  when  the  more 
powerful  apparatus  on  which  I  am 
working  is  finished,  combined  with 
furjther  development,  the  distance 
will  be  unlimited  .  .  . 

The  apparatus  on  which  I  am  working  .  . 
distance  .  .  .  unlimited.-  Nathan  B. 
Stubblefield  died  in  1928  in  a  shack  in 
Murray,  Kentucky.  He  died  of  starvation. 

Stubblefield  called  the  New  York  promo- 
ters a  bunch  of  "darnned  rascals."  He  said 
they  were  "defrauding  the  public."  What 
he  meant  was  that  they  wefe  defrauding 
his  dream  of  unlimited  voices,  for  unlimit- 
ed, distances,  and  unlimited  lights.  The 
mystic  of  radio  with  his  loops  at\d  coils  and 
magic  was  being  defrauded;  and  all  he 
wanted  was  to  make  the  aether"  speak. 


Nathan  B.  Stubblefield.  Defrauded  by 
the  promoters.  They  wanted  to  take  his 
loops  and  coils  and  Make  Money.  And 
Stubblefield  was  hurt  wrenched  torn  by 
these  animals  from  the  city,  these  damned 
rascals.  He  went  back  home  to  his  shack  in 
1913.  And  for  fifteen  years  was  barely 
seen.  Sometimes  the  neighbors  saw  him 
'from  a  distance.'  For  fifteen  years, 
nothing,  except: 

Some  observers  reported  seeing  mys- 
terious lights  MYSTERIOUS  LIGHTS  and 
hearing  weird  sounds  WEIRD  SOUNDS  in 
the  vicinity  of  Stubblefield's  home. 

.  .  .  Two  weeks  before  his  death, 
Stubblefield  visited  with  a  neighbor;  Mrs. 
L.E.  Owen.  He  asked  her  to  write  his  story. 
He  said: 

I've  lived  fifty  years  before  my  time. 
The  past  is  nothing.  I  have  perfected 
now  the  greatest  invention  the  world 
has  ever  known.  I've  takenlight  from 
the  air  and  the  earth  as  I  did  with 
sound .  .  .  I  want  you  to'know  ajbout 
making  a  whole  hillside  blossom  wiih 
light .  .  . 

Nathan' B.  Stubblefield.  Locked  in  his 
shack.  Starved  to  death.  The  man  who  took 
the  Black  Box  and  made  words  travel 
through  the  space  around' us.  The  man  who 
created  strange,  noises  -and  weird  lights. 
The  man  who  would  make  a  whole  hiMside 
blossom  with  light.  Nathan  B.  Stubblefield, 
Of  Murray,  Kentucky.  Dead  at  seventy  of 
starvation  and  too  many  visions  .  .  . 

a 

[Lorenzo  W.  Milam  was  born  near  Idaho: 
Potato,    in   a  log   cabin    on    the   edge   of 
Tapioca  State  Pudding.  As  a  child  he' was 
an  imaginary  playmate.  ] 
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M-90-N's  Guide  to  Summer  Camps 


compiled  by  James  Walter  Walters 
and  Franchescina  Diddle 

Spend  this  summer  developing  your  para- 
military preparedness  at  exciting  Camp 
Napalm.  Train  in  the  shadow  of  the 
awe-inspiring  Poconos  under  strict  grown- 
up style  military  discipline.  Be  the  best  on 
your  block  next  fall  at:  archery,  amphibious 
assault,  anti-aircraft,  riflery,  riot  control, 
trail-blazing,  torture,  ceramics,  ear  string- 
ing, swimming,  diving,  drug  addiction, 
nature  study,  and  the  ever-popular  na- 
palm. At  the  end  of  the  session,  when  the 
campers  have  completely  "got  their  crud 
together,"  camp  will  culminate  in  a  field 
trip  to.  level  nearby  Eugene  V.  Debs 
Woodland  Workshop  and  Labor  Vanguard 
Summer  Camp,  or  "Camp  Commie"  as  we 
call  it.  Whip  out  that  pen,  soldier,  and 
write: 

Brigadier  Bradley  S.  Knuckle 

Command  Headquarters 

Box  3498-Red  Eagle 

Anaheim,  Cal. 

Camp  Chubby.  Lose  20  to  45  pounds  or 
your    money.    Licensed    nutritionist    and 
weightmaster  in  residence.  You  will  lose 
weight!!!  (Und  you  vill  like  it!) 
Write: 

Obergruppennfuhrer  Otto  Fisch 

Box  3342 

Bolton,  La. 

Looking  for  some  action,  little  swinger? 
Why  not  really  camp  it  up  this  summer 
with  lots  of  pre-teen  perverts  like  yourself 
(in  an  atmosphere  of  permissiveness  and 
experimentation)  here  at  Kamp  Kinky? 
Beneath  the  fabulous  Fire  Island  Sun 
(sounds  like  a  newspaper,  doesn't  it?),  you 
can  express  the  "real  you"  through  such 
activities  as:  swimming,  sex  change, 
sensual  massage,  horsemanship  (not  what 
you  think!),  Indian  lore,  bisexuality,  bon- 
dage, rubberware,  roller  derby,  dressing 
up,  dramatics,  plastic  awareness,  fluid 
engineering,  arid  garter  fetishism,  not  to 
mention  a  campfire  program  you'll  never 


forget.  Well?  Communicate  with: 

Mr.    and    Mrs.     Yvette    Le    Tongue 
General  Delivery 
Cherry  Grove,  N.Y. 

Sacred  Lamp  of  the  Redeemer  Summer 
Sanctuary  and  Outdoor  Retreat.  Experi- 
ence spiritual  awakening  and  quench  your 
prepubescent  longing  for  the  Godhead 
(yes,  we're  giving  Godhead)  on  our 
authentic  re-creation  of  the  Holy  Land; 
beautiful  700  acre  tract  features  Gethse- 
mane  Golf  Course.  Bethlehem  Bowling 
Alley,  Calvary  Craft  House,  and  many 
other  religious  hot  spots  where  you  can 
study:  swimming,  boating,  bible,  baptism, 
canoeing,  confession,  piety,  penance,  self- 
abnegation  and  abuse,  sanctimoniousness, 
sainthood,  flagellation  and  fly-casting. 
Eleven  re-frocked  priests  in  residence. 
Write  or  pray  to: 

Father  Kevin  (Rod)  O'Herlihy  and  staff 

Box  49008 

Holy  Shit,  R.I. 

Hey  Kids!! Wig  out  this  summer  at  spacey, 
trippy,  far-fuckin-out  (unaccredited)  Camp 
Wipeout.  Activities  galore!  Like,  get  into: 


KINKY  FRIEDMAN 

TEE  SHIRTS 

$050 

Plus  50<t 

Handling 

and  Postage 


SMALL 

MEDIUM_ 
LARGE_ 

Send  Check  or 
Money  Order  to 

BEAVER  PRODUCTS 

P.O.  BOX  13D34 
HOUSTON,  TEXAS  77019 


skin  popping,  hitch  hiking,  Indian  lore, 
uppers,  downers,  tarot,  scuba  diving, 
freeloading,  typing,  shorthand,  diabolism, 
mind  replacement,  and  all  kinds  of  (field) 
trips.  Can  you  dig  it?  Write: 

Ram  Dai  Bubula 

Zzzzzzzzz.  Neb. 

Born  to  rule?  Well  then,  why  not  relax  in 
style  in  the  beautiful  Maryland  marshes 
while  you  develop  those  all-important  skills 
you're  going  to  need  in  later  life?  Besides  a 
full  course  of  sporting  and  camping 
activities,  the  Camp  Pre-si-ta-ca-cogh  cur- 
riculum includes:  wiretap,  document 
shredding,  subpoena  dodging,  executive 
privilege  and  clemency,  press  handling, 
fund  raising,  burglary,  plumbing  and 
resignation.  Write: 

Virginia  Creepers 

Camp  David,  Md. 

Woodwork?  Did  somebody  say  woodwork? 
Well  look  no  farther.  little  shaver,  cause 
this  is  it!!  The  Happy  Termite  Summer 
Camp  has  a  woodwork  program  that  awl 
the  '  kids    are    just    plane    crazy    over. 


Fascinating  projects?  Bet  your  little  buzz- 
saw!  Last  year's  campers  built  a  full  size1 
replica  of  the  Graf  Spee  out  of  polished 
poplar  in  Jamaica  Bay.  Modern  tools  and 
accessories?  You  can  say  that  again!  You'll 
really  go  knots  when  you  try  out  our  7  x  7/8 
titanium-plated  full-bore  knothole  punch 
and  multidirectional  power  reamer.  Ex- 
perienced teachers?  We've  got  'em  crawl- 
ing out  of  the  woodwork!  Why  be  board? 
Write: 

O.  Sawyer  Plank 
Rt.  202-A 
Mt.  Sump.  N.J. 

It's  Camp  Cali-ca-co-cagh-cough  for  Cali- 
fornia Culture  Camping!  Activities  include: 
yoga,  transcendental  meditation,  oil  slick 
surfing,  name  dropping,  snake  worship, 
guerilla  "and  terrorist  tactics,  sensitivity 
training,  bronzing  oneself,  occultism, 
upward  mobility,  judo,  kung  fu  and 
freeway  driving,  (Black)  arts  and  (Witch) 
crafts,  parking.  Zen  and  (East)  Indian  lore, 
and  breathing.  Lovely  campsite.  Earth- 
quake free  zone.  Wire: 

Ms.  Yamaha  Di  Falco 

San  Ysidrio.  Cal. 

[James  Walter  Walters  and  Franchescina 
Diddle  are  joined  at  the  hip.  They  are  best 
known  for  having  been  thrown  out  of  the 
National  Lampoon  s  editorial  offices  with 
this  very  article.  \ 
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Tania  Lives? 


IF  TANIA  LIVES,  WHERE  IS  PATTY  HEARST? 


by  Jim  Higgins  and  Ryan  Bernard 

It  all  began  late  one  night  at  KPFT. 
Actually,  it  was  early  morning,  those  wee 
hours  just  past  midnight  when  the  dark- 
ness reeks  of  silence,  the  wire  machines 
shut  down  (except  for  an  occasional  burst 
of  rapid  fire  news  about  the  latest 
developments  in  Southeast  Asia),  and  the 
frogs  croak  their  bleak  symphony  about  the 
lily  pond  in  the  back  yard. 

It's  in  those  early  morning  hours,  especi- 
ally on  Saturdays  and  Sundays,  that  they 
call.  They:  the  dark  people  of  the  night, 
with  their  visions  and  their  hallucinations 
and  their  acid  crises,  calling  up  because 
the  radio  is  their  midnight  companion, 
their  only  friend  in  a  world  of  madness. 

The  phone  rings,  shooting  through  the 
silence  like  a  sonic  lightning  bolt,  and  deep 
inside  of  you  something  tenses,  a  little  door 
closes,  and  you  know,  you  just  know  it's 
them. 

It's  always  the  same.  You  pick  up  the 
receiver  and  immediately  there  is  an 
electronic  groan,  or  a  mumble,  or  even  a 
bright  "Hey.  what's  happening!"  at  2:30 
in  the  morning.  And  then  an  hour  and  a 
half  of  babble,  interspersed  with  your 
yesses.  or  counsels  like,  "Well,  when  did 
you  start  seeing  these  giraffes"  or  "kan- 
garoos" or  "pterodactyls"  or  "but  you 
know  that  it's  not  really  real;  you  "know  this 
is  in  your  head.  It's  just  the  acid."  or 
"downers"  or  "the  Right  Guard  you've 
been     sniffing     that     causes     all     this." 

But  it  goes  right  through  them,  for  the 
babble  continues  and  you  think,  "maybe  I 
can  put  them  on  hold-they'd  never  know  I 
wasn't  still  on  the  line;  then  1  could  call 
Inlet  or  the  men  in  the  white  coats." 

It  was  on  such  a  night  that  it  happened. 
We  were  sitting  there  reading  old  issues  of 
Screw  magazine  and  pumping  away  at 
some  old,  half-empty  bottles  of  Shiner 
beer  we  had  found  in  the  closet  -  the 
product  of  at  least  half  a  week's  open-air 
staling.  Somebody  made  the  comment  that 
"perhaps  there  is  some  truth  to  the  rumor 
that  Vietnam  doesn't  really  exist,"  that  it 
was  all  made  up.  just  like  the  moon  landing 
was  rigged  by  Paramount  Studios  ...  when 
the  phone  rang. 

Now  let's  explain.   The  phones  at  KPFT 


do  not  ring  your  ordinary  Bell  telephones. 
They  were  bought  from  an  electronics  firm 
in    Japan   and,    instead    of  ringing,    they 
warble  or  gobble,  like  an  electronic  turkey. 

It  was  right  in  the  middle  of  a 
particularly  obscene  belch  by  the  fat 
bullfrog  sitting  in  our  pond  that  it  gobbled, 
the  electronic  gobble." 

But  it  sounded  weird,  strangled,  like  the 
turkey's  last  gasp.  We  hesitated,  our  eyes 
met.  and  it  was  a  contest  to  see  who  was 
brave  enough  to  get  up  and  handle  this 
particular  weirdo.  This  one  who  could 
make  the  phone  gobble  so  strangely. 

We  made  Bob  Smith  answer.  Jim, 
faking  disinterest,  said,  "Ah.  Bob,  why 
don't  you  get  that.  I'm  right  in  the  middle 
of  this  crossword  puzzle.  Let's  see,  a 
four-letter  word  meaning  'non-commercial' 
He  wrote  "KPFT"  as  Bob  sidled  over  to 
the  phone,  but  kept  his  eyes  turned  out  at 
the  corners  to  see  what  Bob  did. 

Bob  picked  it  up.  "Hello,"  he  said, 
"KPFT  Radio."  He  paused,  "Uh,  yeh." 
"Uh,  huh.  yeah."  "Uh-huh."  "You  don't 
say."  Looking  over  at  us,  he  motioned 
frantically  to  the  other  extensions,  indica- 
ting that  we  §hould  pick  them  up.  We  did 
so  and,  as  he  pressed  the  "conference" 
button,  the  caller's  voice  came  onto  the 
line: 

"...started  all  over  again.  The  harass- 
ment. Surveillance.  I  thought  it  ended 
months  ago.  I  figured  Houston  was  a  quiet 
town.  Does  your  Pacifica  station  have  that 
problem?" 

"What  problem?"  Bob  Smith  asked. 

"The  FBI.  AND  THE  CIA  .  .  ." 

".  .  .  AND  B.B.  KING  AND  DORIS 
DAY?  MACK  BUSBY?"  Bob  sang  back. 

"No."  the  female  voice  snapped.  "The 
pursuit  of  innocent  pawns  like  myself  by 
the  Amerikan  reactionary  right-wing  intel- 
ligence community.  I've  been  on  the  road 
for  more  than  a  year  now.  My  lover  is 
dead.  My  would-be  lover  is  a  goddamn 
clown,  my  fellow  travellers  have  deserted 
me  and  what's  left  of  the  Houston 
underground  is  closing  in  on  me.  There's 
just  no  one  left  anymore.  Just  Paul 
Krassner  and  KPFT.  DIG  IT.  DIG  IT." 

"Do  I  or  should  I  know  you?"  Bob 
asked,  scratching  his  head  in  Colombo- 
esque  style.  The  voice  wasn't  familiar  but 


PATTY  HEARST:  according 
to  the  latest  FBI  artist's  con- 
ception (summer  1974) 


MADAME  TANIA:  according  to  our  spy  camera  photo. 
Is  this  what  she  looks  like  now?  Did  plastic  surgery 
make  all  the  difference  in  the  world? 


the  trip  certainly  was. 

"Maybe  ..."  the  voice  shot  back,  and 
then,  after  a  pause:  "I  knew  your  sister." 

Knowing  he  didn't  have  a  sister,  Bob 
belched  back.  "What  sister?" 

"Your  Pacifica  sister  station  in  Berkeley: 
KPFA." 

At  that  moment,  perhaps  Bob  had  an 
inkling  of  who  it  was.  Perhaps  we  all  did. 
But  fearing  the  right  guess  might  spoil  the 
conversation,  he  pursued  her  with  some 
leading  questions.  "Tell  me.  how  long 
have  you  been  in  Space  City?" 

"About  four  months.  Three-and-a-half 
of  which  were  very  pleasant.  It's  just  the 
past  two  weeks  that  I've  felt  threatened.  It 
used  to  be  I  could  go  places,  do  things.  Ice 
skating  in  the  Galleria.  Free  concerts  in 
the  park.  Cruising  up  and  down  West- 
heimcr.  But  now  all  that's  difficult. 
People  are  rude.  They  stare.  Some  even 
laugh.  It  could  be  the  plastic  surgery,  but 
I'm  sure  they  know  who  I  am.  I  can't  even 
go  out  for  a  corn  dog  without  some  kicker 
SOO-EEing  me  out  of  the  place.  I  feel  like 
Rodney  Daingerfield:  I  can't  get  no 
respect."   - 

"You  mention  our  sister  station  in 
California.    You  from  there?" 

"Yeah,  originally.  Then  I  moved  to 
Vegas  with  friends.  We  were  finally  driven 
out  of  there..."' 

"By  the  FBI?"  Bob  asked. 

"No.  Wayne  Newton.  He  was  appearing 
at   our   hotel.    We    had    to   get    out.    The 


summer  wind  and  all  that  crap.  We  spent 
the  next  few  months  oh  a  farm  in 
Pennsylvania  Dutch  country  .  .  . 

"How  did  you  get  from  Nevada  to 
Pennsylvania?" 

"By  bus.  Continental  Trailways.  It's 
the  safest  way  to  travel  incognito,  especi- 
ally at  night.  People  don't  stare.  No  one 
reads  those  news  magazines.  Proletariat 
America  travels  by  bus  at  night  and  just 
doesn't  care." 

"And  during  the  days?" 

"We'd  hang  around  supermarkets  du- 
ring the  day.  For  a  change  we'd  hit  a 
laundromat  or  an  A&W  Root  Beer  stand. 
People  never  notice.  Besides,  the  root  beer 
is  pretty  good." 

"What  did  you  do  in  Pennsylvania  those 
months?" 

"Hung  out.  Got  high  a  lot.  And 
generally  got  on  each  other's  nerves.  We 
got  so  nasty  to  each  other,  we'd  hide  each 
other's  gloves  ..." 

"What  gloves?" 

"The  ones  we  had  to  wear  all  the  time. 
Fingerprints,  you  know.  We  had  to  live  in 
those  gloves.  Couldn't  pick  up  a  glass  or 
put  out  a  cigarette  without  the  gloves.  The 
gloves  were  the  lock  to  our  identity.  Our 
personality  conflicts,  unfortunately,  pro- 
vided the  key. 

"One  day,  when  all  our  gloves  had  been 
hidden,  we  panicked  and  tore  the  farm 
house  apart  looking  for  them.  We  must 
have   left   a    hundred    prints   on    glasses. 


INVENTION  (com.  from  6) 

Then  I  remembered  all  that  stuff.  So  we 

had  to  portage  it  over. 

I  had  to  figure  out  a  way  to  package  this 
machine  so  the  airlines  would  accept  it  as 
baggage.  Because  they  couldn't  assure  me 
if  I  sent  it  as  freight  that  it  would  get  there 
by  the  time  I  got  there  oreven  on  the  same 
plane. 

So  it  was  really  frightening,  what  we  did 
was  we  went  to  this  place  and  went  through 
their  garbage  and  got  all  this  cardboard. 
We  started  filling  all  these  boxes  up  and 
were  tying  it  up  with  the  hoses,  the 
hydraulic  hoses.  It  was  a  very  odd-shaped 
bundle  of  stuff,  maybe  200  pounds  of  it. 
We  were  hoping  they  would  accept  it  as 
fast  as  possible  because  it  was  like  super 
oily.  Hydraulic  oil  was  coming  out  all  over 
the  place. 

We  had  the  hydraulic  fluid  in  these 
super  cheap  plastic  containers  like  you  find 
in  an  Army  surplus  store.  Had  five  gallons 
of  fluid  in  each  container.  And  the  seal  on 
them  was  just  a  piece  of  plastic.  They  put  it 
in  their  luggage  compartment,  and  I 
carried  it  onto  the  plane,  this  crazy  looking 
package.  They  stamp  it  and  tie  these  little 
tags  on  it  .  .  . 

So  we  get  off  the  plane  in  San  Francisco. 
And  open  the  compartment.  Lots  of  the 
people's  baggage  had  oil  spots  and  stains 
all  over  them.  Packages  had  oil  splatters  all 
over  them.  The  unpressurized  cabin  where 
the  fluid  was.  I  mean  I  wish  1  could  have 
seen  it.  Those  GI  cans,  the  plastic 
containers,  must  have  swollen  up  to  about 
huge  size  because  all  of  the  strings  were 
broken  around  'em  and  there  was  oil  all 
"i  er  the  place,  dripping  out.  leaving  a  trail 
behind  me. 


And  from  then  on  the  whole,  total 
responsibility  for  the  whole  shebang  was 
on  my  shoulders.  I  was  really  starting  to 
feel  it.  There  was  a  bunch  of  things  to  do.  I 
got  a  cab,  went  to  this  rental  studio«and 
copped  all  these  microphones,  rented 
thousands  and  thousands  of  feet  of  cable,  a 
big  ol'  Avis  rent-a-truck.  We  loaded  this 
eight-track  recording  machine  into  the 
back  of  it.  all  the  cable,  all  the  poles. 

The  poles  were  for? 

For  the  set.  Anyway,  we  got  to  the  place 
where  we're  gonna  record.  Start  setting 
up.  It  was  now  about  two  hours  until  the 
show,  there  were  people  starting  to  come 
around  and  hang  out.  What  was  gonna 
happen  was  when  Black  Pearl  would  start 
playing,  then,  down  the  aisles  on  both 
sides,  towards  the  stage  .  .  .  (The  machine 
was  in  front  where  the  band  was  so  that  the 
booms  were  spread  out  over  the  top  of  the 
band  and  this  was  the  first  audio  pickup 
you  would  get  when  they  would  start 
playing)  .  .  .  and  as  they  would  start 
playing  from  the  aisles  down  would  come 
these  people  dressed  in  black,  carrying 
these  poles  with  the  mikes  hanging  off 
them  with  wires  attached. 

They  had  to  be  strung  from  in  front  and 
not  only  that  but  the  truck  was  outside, 
down  the  street.  Up  to  the  second  floor, 
down  the  hall,  into  the  back  of  the  stage,  to 
the  front  of  the  building  where  they  would 
walk  in. 

All  of  this  for  the  effect  of  the  entrance'.' 

Right.  For  the  entrance.  You  would  hear 
it  as  it  would  be  as  if  your  head  was  about 


bO  feet  wide  and  you  were  swooping  down 
into  this  audience,  heading  towards  the 
band  with  them  getting  louder  and  the 
speed  of  the  (overhead)  booms  is  starting 
to  pick  up.  they're  starting  to  turn  so  now 
your  front  vision,  your  highest  vision  on  the 
top  of  the  stereo  effect  is  starting  to  spin 
and  the  band  is  changing  sides;  still  you 
have  this  omnipresence  of  this  huge  hall 
coming  over.  Well,  it  just  oughta  take  your 
breath  away,  so  I  thought.  Anyway.  1  was 
all  set  up. 

What  did  the  band  think  of  it  all? 

They  did  not  know.  They  did  not 
know.  And  I  wasn't  about  to  tell  them. 
Black  Pearl.  I  thought.  "That  flashy 
bastard,  he  thinks  he  can  take  his  shirt 
off." 

/'//  show  them  what  we  do  in  Texas. 

Right.  Listen,  man,  we've  hit  the  West 
Coast.  You  better  watch  out.  Somehow  I'm 
all  set  up.  The  guys  are  startin'  to  come. 
And  the  owner  of  the  club  (Bill  Graham,  of 
course]  comes  in,  the  band's  manager,  and 
he's  a  real  big  star  himself.  This  is  his 
second  elub  and  all  the  big  fine  people  play 
there. 

He  comes  in  with  his  entourage,  coat 
draped  over  his  shoulders.  And  he  looks  at 
this  and  he  says:  "What  is  going  on?"  And 
starts  just  yelling  over  and  over,  louder  and 
louder:  "'What  is  going  on.  WH  \T  IS 
GOING  ON!!!" 

So  I  said,  "Ah.  it's  so  fine,  lemme  tell 
you  about  it.  Watch  this!"  And  I  plug  the 
machine  in  and  it  starts  getting  up 
pressure,  and  I  start  turning  on  the  valve  to 
get  (hat  ol'  hydraujic  head,   that  big  ol" 


boom  was  startin'  to  come  around, 
sw  ooooossssshhhhh.  swoooosssshhhh. 
swooossshhh.  swoosshh.  swoosh,  swsh. 
sh.  sh.  sssss  .  .  . 

And  he  just  says:  "Get  that  thing  out  of 
here.  Get  it  out  of  here."  Man.  he  thought 
thai  it  was  like  a  danger  to  public  health 
and  limb.  He  thought  I  was  crazy  to  bring 
that  thing  into  a  public  place  where  there 
was  going  to  be  a  couple  of  thousand  young 
California  ho-dads. 

My  heart,  my  balls  and  my  body  just  fell 
right  through  the  floor  through  my  feet. 
There  was  a  hole  in  my  shoe.  So  I  went 
ahead  and  recorded  the  band  without  the 
machine.  I  had  to  take  it  out  of  the 
building.  He  wouldn't  even  let  me  leave  it 
in  the  building.  Physically  out  of  the 
building. 

Sixteen  feet  of  metal  flying  around  at  60 
mph  in  front  of  a  bunch  of  people.  With 
microphones  taped  onto  the  ends.  The 
machine  was  so  fine  ...  It  was  like  a  huge 
preying  mantis.  After  it  starts  spinning  it 
came  back  like  this  (his  hands  rise  from  the 
horizontal  plane  upwards|. 

So  you  cut  B/uck  Pearl  straight  and  they 
never  went  anywhere? 

Right. 

Where  is  the  machine  now? 

In  Dripping  Springs.  Waiting  for  me. 

|  In/m  Lomax.  native  ol  Houston  and 
descendant  oj  the  famed  Lomax  family  oj 
American  l>ilk  music  history,  is  currently 
working  for  Utopia  Records  out  of  Brook- 
lyn. .V.K| 
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tables,  drawers,  and  doors.  Alter  we  found 
the  gloves,  we  tried  to  go  back  and  wipe  - 
everything  we  had  touched,  but  you  can 
never  be  sure  ...  an  unwashed  glass,  a 
forgotten  magazine.  We  felt  it  was  time  to 
split  the  farmhouse  and  time  to  split  up  our 
threesome. 

•*We  parted  company  outside  of  Harris- 
burg  and  agreed  to  exchange  threats  once 
a  year.  It  was  a  chilly  fall  day  at  the 
Hershey  bus  terminal  as  Fred  and  Ethel 
headed  east  for  New  York's  Harlem  and  a 
new  identity  provided  by  the  well-known 
Dr.  Pigmeat  Dermis,  the  black  pigmen- 
tologist  who  can  alter  the  skin  color  and 
thus  the  identity  of  so  many  burnt-out 
Weatherpeople.  They  can  change  their 
identity  completely,  yet  still  retain  a  sense 
of  persecution  through  their  new  racial 
identity. 

"I  preferred  the  more  conservative  face 
lift.  And.  on  Abbie  Hoffman's  recom- 
mendation, 1  headed  for  Houston  where  a 
team  of  dissident  plastic  surgeons  at  the 
Underground  Medical  Center  changed  my 
features  and  aged  my  body  to  where  I  could 
walk  up  to  Clarence  Kelley  with  cocky 
confidence  and  ask  'How's  tricks?' 

Bob  had  to  ask  the  obvious  question  as 
we  all  crowded  around  the  other  exten- 
sions. "Would  your  name  happen  to  be 
Tunia,  by  any  chance?" 

'Madame  Tania  to  you.  bub.  And  look, 
1  can't  talk  any  longer.  My  wagon  is 
double  parked  outside  this  phone  booth 
and  I'm  not  ready  to  start  pushing  my  luck. 
If  you  want  to  talk  some  more.  I  give 
readings  around  town.  I  will  advise  you  on 
Love.  Marriage.  Health.  Business,  what- 
ever ..." 

"How  about  some  .  .  .  whatever?  Where 
can  I  reach  you?" 

"Tomorrow  at  noon  I  will  be  parked  off 
Shepherd  Dr.,  just  down  the  street  from 
Smok-a-Chik." 

"I  look  for  you  then,  tomorrow  ..." 
"You  may  look  but  what  you  see  may  not 
be   recorded   either    on    film    or    tape. 
Agreed?" 

"Agreed."  Bob  lied. 
The  next  day  dawned  dreary  and  dank. 
The  sun  had  risen  behind  a  curtain  of  gray 
clouds,  blithering  about  the  sky  in  a 
threatening,  impenetrable  haze.  We 
roused  each  through  a  series  of  phone 
calls,  shaking  of  the  stale  hangover  of 
numerous  half-empty  beers. 

Gavan  Duffy  procured  an  old  body 
microphone  from  the  Police  Communica- 
tions Division  and  Bob  Smith  showed  up 
with  a  spy  camera  in  his  belt  buckle  which 
he  had  bought  from  Archie's  Fun  Shop  on 
Main  Street. 

We  piled  into  Gavan's  aging  Volvo  and 
were  off  to  Shepherd  Dr.,  cruising  up  and 
down  the  length  of  it  until  we  spotted  a 
tottering  gypsy  wagon  parked  alongside 
the  curb  of  a  side  street,  just  down  the  way 
from  Smok-a-Chik. 

We  parked  right  behind  the  wagon  and 
Jim  immediately  snapped  a  picture  of  it 
with  his  Minolta.  From  then  on  it  was 
"play  it  by  ear."  We  got  put  of  the  car  and 
sauntered  over  to  the  wagon.  Bob  kicked 
an  old  beer  can  off  the  sidewalk  into  the 
gutter. 

Then  it  was  a  fight  to  see  who  would  go 
up  onto  the  back  of  this  wagon  and  kAock 
on  the  narrow  door  with  the  crescent  moon 
imprinted  on  it.  Again,  we  chose  Bob  as 
the  main  man. 

With  a  minimum  of  shoving,  he  dragged 
himself  up  to  the  door  and  applied  three 
quick  whaps.   There  was  a  shuffling  inside 
and  the  wagon  rocked  shortly,  then  the 
door    opened.    The    woman's    face    that 
appeared  in  the  gap  caused  us  all  to  gasp 
for  an   mstant:      the  plastic  surgery  had 
worked  miracles.    The  once  subdued  lines 
of  the  features  we  had  seen  so  often  in 
newspaper    photos    and    FBI    "wanted" 
posters  had  now  been  altered.     Her  chin 
had  been  chopped  away  and  her  cheeks 
lifted   to    produce    a    permanent,    slightly 
clownish  grin.  Her  eyes  had  been  subtly 
crossed,  doubtless  by  the  precise  cutting 
away  of  delicate  eye  muscles.  Her  hair  had 
been  curled  and  kinked  to  the  point  where 
there  was  no  resemblance  to  the  straight, 
short    blondish    hair   of   the    FBI    artist's 
conception.    She  wore  a  flowery  dress  of 
mid-calf  length  and  leaned  slightly  to  the 
right    (doubtless    also    the    work    of    an 
underground  orthopedic  surgeon  attemp- 
ting to  change  her  down  to  the  angle  of  her 


gait).  Madame  Tania.  indeed.  We  gazed 
in  total  amazement. 

"Hi."  Bob  Smith  blurted,  always  a  man 
of  words.  "We're  from  Pacitica,  remem- 
ber? Madame  Tania,  I  presume?  I  talked  to 
you  on  the  phone  last  night." 

"Yes,  Yes."  she  said.  "Come  right  in. 
I'm  sorry,  but  the  place  is  a  mess." 

The  place  was  a  mess  indeed.  On  the 
floor  lay  old  copies  of  the  Bay  Area 
Guardian,  the  San  Francisco  Examiner. 
Crawdaddy,  and  the  Mighty  Ninety  News, 
soaked  in  cat  piss  with  a  few  black  turds 
lying  about.  In  the  corner  (next  to  an 
.a'mazingiy  familiar-looking  picture  of  a 
young  man  upon  which  had  been  painted  a 
clown's  nose  and  orange,  frizzy  hair)  sat  a 
cat  with  purple  eyes,  licking  at  its  green 
claws  which  were  drawn  out  of  its  paws 
until  they  extended  (God.  we  swear)  one 
inch  out  into  the  room. 

"Wow,"  we  all  muttered  together.  Bob. 
long  having  been  established  as  the  official 
liaison,  muttered,  "Hey.  where'd  you  get 
that  neat  cat?"  as  we  stood  in  silence. 

"Her  name  is  'Cobra'."  Madame  Tania 
photo  by  Jim  Hlggins 


all  truths  evident  through  diligent  investi- 
gation? Is  not  the  strongest  Sequoia 
supported  by  a  network  of  roots  that  thrive 
under  the  ground?  Does  not  the  ass  of  a 
cow  suck  buttermilk?" 

"Why  do  you  come  to  a  fortune  teller 
like  myself  for  answers  you  can  find  more 
methodically?"  she  asked. 

At  this  point.  Duffy,  unable  to  contain 
his  intrepidity  any  longer,  jumped  in: 
"Because.  Madame  Tania,  we  are  of  the 
lax  school  of  investigative  reporting  and 
prefer  the  shortest  cut  to  the  biggest 
headline.  We're  talking  about  the  story 
that  will  put  us  on  the  cover  of  Crawdaddy, 
spread  our  names  and  our  scoop  over  the 
wires  until  every  publisher  and  talk  show 
host  is  after  us  to  tell  how  we  uncovered 
what  the  largest  woman  hunt  in  the  FBI's 
tainted  history  could  not.  Where  is  Patty 
Hearst  and  why  is  she  saying  these  things? 
Frankly.  Madame,  we  believe  you  are  the 
conduit  of  this  information.  And  besides, 
your  rates  are  reasonable." 

Madame  Tania  went  to  a  drawer  and 
pulled  out  a  small  bronze  urn.  She  then 


THE    LITTLE   WAGON    WITH    THE    CRESCENT    MOON    ON    THE    DOOR. 

Was   this   her   latest    hiding    place? 


replied.  "She  has  seven  lives,  each  one 
different  from  the  one  before.  She  is  now 
into  her  seventh  life,  as  you  can  tell  by  the 
length  of  her  claws." 

"Wey,  that's  nice."  said  Bob.  "Hey 
look.  I'd  like  to  introduce  you  to  my 
friends.  They're  with  Pacifica,  too.  This 
here's  Gavan,  and  Jim.  and  Ryan." 

"Pleased  ta  meet  ya,"  we  all  chimed  in, 
Jim  taking  a  slight  bow  from  the  waist.  We 
noticed  that  Bob  had  reached  into  the  belt 
of  his  pants,  doubtless  activating  the 
shutter  of  the  spy  camera. 

"You.  are  welcome  to  seat  yourself  on 
any  of  the  empty  cartridge  boxes  lying 
about."  she  said.  "But.  please,  I  caution 
you  hot  to  smoke  ..." 

"Ha.  'fraid  something  might  go  off?" 
Bob  quipped. 

"No."  Madame  Tania  cautioned  calmly. 
"The  Surgeon  General  has  warned  that 
smoking  cigarettes  may  be  hazardous  to 
your  health.  You  should  guard  it  reli- 
giously." 

Bob  suddenly  waxed  eloquent:  "Ma- 
dame Tania.  is  it  not  your  profession  to 
investigate  through  question  and  answer 
techniques  all  that  is  not  obvious?  Are  not 


took  the  butt  of  an  M- 16  and  placed  the  urn 
on  top.  She  spoke:  "In  this  urn  are  the 
ashes  of  five  people  whose  influence  and 
pain  will  never  be  forgotten.  Spread  upon 
the  butt  of  this  rifle,  and  with  just  a  pinch 
of  vinegar,  all  pertinent  questions  can  be 
answered." 

All  four  of  we  innocents  gathered  round 
the  butt  a§  she  spread  her  ash.  Bob  focused 
his  Wells  Fargo  buckle  on  the  scene.  Duffy 
coughed  into  his  false  thumb,  activating 
the  microphone  volume.  Ryan  stroked  his 
pencil-thin  moustache  with  his  thin  pencil, 
trying  to  find  the  right  adjective  to  describe 
the  moment.  Jim  tried  hard  not  to  sneeze, 
lest  he  scatter  the  spirits.  Madame  Tania 
added  a  pinch  of  vinegar  and  the  ashes 
came,  alive  swimming  into  the  shape  of  a 
seven-headed  cobra. 

"Ah.  it's  all  done  with  mirrors,"  Bob 
bristled. 

"Mirrors?  My  ash?"  Madame  snapped. 
"Only  a  fool  would  brand  it  trickery." 

"Let's  leave  Bob  out  of  this."  Ryan 
insisted.  "If  it  is  real,  what  does  it  mean?" 

"Meaning?"  Madame  Tania  shot  back. 
'  Why  must  everything  have  meaning  for 
you?  Is  it  not  true  that  a  great  deal  of  our 


life  is  spent  in  meaningless  toil?  Must  you 
find  significance  in  an  empty  stomach? 
Would  life  be  any  different  if  grass  could 
indeed  grow  on  a  busy  street?  Why  must 
you  spice  insignificance  with  meaning  and 
call  it  justification?  There  is  no  meaning  to 
these  ashes. 

"But,  not  unlike  the  Phoenix  in  Arizona, 
from  these  meaningless  ashes  Patty  has 
escaped  from  martyrdom  and  into  oblivion. 
The  girl-woman  no  longer  exists  except  in 
the  hearts  and  minds  of  her  pursuers.  Patty 
is  a  product  for  which  a  demand  was 
created  and  a  cause  supplied.  The  birth 
and  death  of  her  cause  was  filmed  in 
California  which  we  all  know  is  an 
extension  of  Hollywood.  Who  do  you 
suppose  had  James  Dean  killed  and  made 
it  look  like  an  accident?  Hollywood.  Do  you 
really  believe  Janis  shot  smack?  Pro- 
grammed reality  is  produced  in  Hollywood. 
The  raw  truth  is  here  in  the  heartland, 
being  ignored." 

"All  that  from  a  few  ashes?"  Bob  said, 
half-believing.  "Listen,  if  you  can  read  the 
full  ashtray  in  Duffy's  car,  maybe  we  can 
learn  where  we  all  come  from." 

"Why  don't  we  concentrate  on  Madame 
Tania,"  Ryan  interjected.  "Why  is  she 
insisting  that  Patty,  if  she  ever  existed, 
lives  no  longer?  Why  does  she  want  to 
confuse  us  with  the  truth  and  shut  out 
reality  as  we  know  it?  I'll  tell  you  why: 
Madame  Tania  and  Patty  Hearst  are  one 
and  the  same.  Watch  how  she  is  repulsed 
by  this  photo  of  Steven  Weed  I  keep  in  my 
wallet." 

With  that,  the  appearance  of  a  cheapo 
Walgreen  photo-booth  snapshot  of  the 
walrusy  Weed,  Madame  Tania's  eyes 
flashed  terror. 

Then  Madame  Tania  flashed.  Buttons 
flew  as  she  ripped  open  her  shirt,  and 
there,  etched  into  here  young  chest  was  a 
Seven-headed  cobra.  And  under  the  tatoo 
the  name  of  its  creator  .  .  . 

"CINQUE,"  we  read  in  unison. 
"You're  most  welcome."  Tania  retorted, 
pulling  a  black  beret  from  nowhere  and 
slinging  the  M-16  to  a  ready  position.  "If 
this  is  the  kind  of  reality  you  prefer,"  she 
said,  striking  a  familiar  pose,  "then  I'm 
ready  for  it.  Focus  that  belt  buckle  on  this. 
Smith,  but  it's  a  buck  for  the  8  x  10 
glossies,  T-shirts  are  $3.50.  Demands  and 
threats  are  available  on  these  cassettes.  $5 
each.  Scotch-taped  fingerprints  that  you 
can  plant  almost  anywhere  are  $2.50  a  pair 

And  so  it  went  on  until  finally  the  wagon 
was  a  virtual  display  case  of  hitherto 
hidden  memorabilia  of  a  fed-up  heiress 
who  had  become  a  legend  in  her  own  time. 

Whether  self-made  or  puppet  of  Holly- 
wood, she  was  boffo  in  Houston.  Between 
the  four  of  us,  we  must  have  spent  $45  on 
Patty  T-shirts,  wigs,  transferable  finger- 
prints, a  dozen  8  x  10  glossies  with 
assorted  threats  and  demands  to  family 
and  friends,  and  even  some  plastic  urns 
with  ashes  from  the  SLA  Shootout  and 
Barbecue. 

We  still  do  not  know  if  we  met  Patty  or 
who  Madame  Tania  really  was,  but  that  all 
seems  meaningless  now  (perhaps  that's 
what  she  meant?) 

We  had  pieces  of  Patty  and  we  were  not 
stingy  with  them.  Bob  sent  a  set  of 
fingerprints  to  a  friend  in  D.C.  who  made 
sure  they  were  affixed  to  a  door  knob  in  the 
Department  of  Justice  where  FBI  tours  are 
conducted,  before  he  called  in  the  "t:j>." 
Gavan  sent  a  cassette  of  SLA  outtakes  to 
Allen  Funt.  And  Ryan  and  Jim  sent  the 
whole  incredible  story  to  Paul  Krassner  for 
publication  in  the  Realist,  only  to  have  it 
rejected  on  grounds  of  credibility. 

And  whatever  happened  to  Madame 
Tania?  She  vanished  without  a  trace. 
Perhaps  to  assume  a  new  identity.  Or 
perhaps  to  identify  with  a  new  assumption. 
Anyway,  the  Los  Angeles  Police  Depart- 
ment reported  finding  her  wagon,  empty 
and  abandoned  on  the  corner  of  Hollywood 
and  Vine.  Uninformed  sources  tell  us  they 
have  it  staked  out.  In  case  she  returns  .  .  . 
or  someone  like  her. 

[Jim  Higgins  and  Ryan  Bernard  can  be 
heard  on  and  off  KPFT  at  various  limes, 
mostly  unpredictable,  though  you  can  often 
hear  Jim  on  INFORMAZINE.  5  to  7  p.  m. 
weekdays,  and  you  can  find  Ryan  swelter- 
ing in  the  garage-office  behind  the 
building,  if  you  re  lucky.  \ 
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BOB  WILLS. 


The  Last  Time 


by  Michael  Levine 

On  March  6,  1905,  James  Robert  Wills 
was  born  in  Kosse,  Tex.,  in  the  eastern 
part  of  the  state.  On  May  13,  1975,  he  died 
in  Fort  Worth.  During  his  life,  however. 
Bob  Wills  created  a  unique  musical 
synthesis  between  blues,  big  band  jazz, 
old-timey  string  music,  dixieland,  and 
Spanish  two-steps  which  became  know  as 
Western  Swing.  In  the  process,  he  became 
a  legend. 

When  he  was  eight,  Bob's  family  moved 
to  the  town  of  Turkey  in  West  Texas  where 
he  would  play  rhythm  guitar  behind  his 
daddy's  fiddling  at  the  dances.  One  night, 
when  he  was  only  10  years  old,  his  dad 
failed  to  show  up  so  Bob  shyly  picked  up 
the  fiddle  and  played  the  six  songs  he  knew 
over  and  over.  The  crowd  loved  it.  Bob 
began  playing  ranch  dances  and  entering 
fiddle  contests  all  around  West  Texas  and 
he  developed  quite  a  following. 

By  age  16,  he'd  left  home  to  become  a 
lay  preacher  in  Mexia,  Tex.,  but  decided  to 
return  to  the  ranch  rather  than  entering  a 
seminary.  This  led  to  a  string  of  odd  jobs 
with  Which  .Bob  tried  to  supplement  the 
farm  income. including  construction,  selling 
insurance,  shining  shoes,  working  in  a  zinc 
smeltery,  being  a  medicine  show  musician, 
and  finally  going  to  barber  school  in 
Amarillo  before  setting  up  shop  back  in  his 
hometown. 

In  1929,  Bob  moved  to  Fort  Worth  and 
did  his  first  radio  shows  as  the  Wills  Fiddle 
Band,  with  himself  on  fiddle  and  Herman 
Arnspiger  on  guitar.  By  1930,  the  band  had 
five  members  and  they  were  playing  at  the 
Crystal  Springs  dance  hall  for  the  likes  of 
Bonnie  and  Clyde,  among  others. 

It  was  also  during  this  period  'that  Bob 
began  integrating  the  blues  and  traditional 
ballads  he'd  heard  since  he  was  a  baby 
with  the  dixieland  beat  and  big  band  swing 
he'd  begun  hearing  on  radio  and  records. 

Wills  realized  a  good  dance  band  peeded 
a  solid  beat,  so  he  had  the  piano  (Al 
Stricklin),    guitar   (Durwood    Brown)    and 

GODZILLA  (cont.  from  1) 

King  Kong. 

And  what's  more,  damn  it.  I'm  sitting 
there  beside  you. 

Cinemasochism  is  the  name  of  the  game. 
We  monster  fans  are  fools. 

Godzilla,  won't  you  please  go  home? 

[Steven  Utley  is  an  Austin-based  SF  writer 
who  has  published  short  stories,  poems 
and  nonjiction  pieces  in  such  publications 
as  Galaxy.  The  Magazine  of  Fantasy  and 
Science  Fiction  and  Vertex,  as  well  as  in  a 
horde  of  original  anthologies.  J 


tenor  banjo  (Clifton  Johnson)  all  working 
as  a  rhythm  section  allowing  each  "to 
improvise  a  little  more. 

In  1931,  Bob  began  a  radio  slot  on  KFJZ 
sponsored  by  Burrus  Mill  and  Flour  Co.  of 
.Fort  Worth.  As  was  common  in  those  days, 
the  band  advertised  the  flour,  and  adopted 
the  name  "The  Light  Crust  Doughboys." 
W.  Lee  O'Daniel,  later  a  U.S.  Senator,  was 
President  and  General  Manager  of  Burrus 
dt  the  time  and  liked  Wills's  band  so  much 
he  moved  them  to  "prime  time"  (12:30 
p.m.)  and  got  hookups  in  San  Antonio, 
Houston  (KPRC)  and  eventually  through- 
out the  Southwest. 

On  Feb.  9,  1932,  Bob  cut  a  record  for 
Victor  in  Dallas,  but  soon  after  O'Daniel 
asked  the  band  to  quit  playing  dances. 
Milton  Brown,  Bob's  vocalist,  left  the  band 
because  of  this  and  went  on  to  form  the 
first  of  many  offshoot  bands  called  "The 
Musical  Brownies."  Bob  auditioned  67 
singers  before  hiring  Tommy  Duncan  as 
his  new  vocalist,  but,  soon  after,  the  band 
broke  up.  Several  of  them  followed  Bob  up 
to  Waco  where  the  Texas  Playboys  were 
born  and  made  their  first  appearance  on 
WACO. 

Very  soon  after  they  left  Waco  to  settle 
in  Tulsa,  Okla.,  and  found  a  new  home  at 
KVOO,  where  the  band  stayed  until  the 
war  in  1942.  Having  the  radio  show  meant 
they  could  play  dances  anywhere  within 
the  listening  area  and  have  a  guaranteed 
audience.  By  1936,  Bob  had  opened  up  his 
own  ballroorn  in  Tulsa  which  was  drawing 
crowds  of2.000  to  4,000  per  night. 

In  1935,  Wills  returned  to  Dallas  for 
recording,  this  time  with  the  Brunswick 
Record  Corporation  (later  Columbia).  With 
a  band  of  13  musicians  including  horns, 
three  fiddles,  one  of  the  first  amplified 
steel  guitars  (Leon  McAuliffe),  and  drums 
(Smbkey  Dacus),  the  Playboys  presented 
the  most  unorthodox  country  band  which 
had  ever  been  assembled. 

They  recorded  with  "Brunswick  for  12 
years  and  added  thejr  own  brand  to 
traditional  numbers,  yodeling  pieces,  pop- 
tunes,  blues  and  original  compositions. 
The  most  famous  parts  of  their  music, 
though,  were  Bob's  calls  and  chatter  as  he 
introduced  each  musician's  solo  or  talked 
to  the  vocalist  during  a  song. 

Though  he  rarely  sang,  Bob's  voice  lent 
a  remarkable  character  to  all  the  record- 
ings his  band  ever  made;  It  was  this  charm 
that  caused  so  many  musicians  to  seek  him 
out.  Throughout  his  career  he  hired  over 
600  musicians  and  turned  out  more  than 
500  songs.  He  led  bands  as  large  as  22 
pieces  and  would  travel  by  bus  throughout 
the  Southwest  with  them  to  play  dances  of 
Western  S'-fing. 


His. fame  eventually  reached  California, 
where  tours,  constantly  broke  attendance 
records.  In  1940,  Tommy  Duncan  added 
Bob's  words  to  a  1938  instrumental  and 
"The  New  San  Antonio,  Rose"  emerged. 
When  Bing  Crosby's  -version  became  a 
national  hit,  a  lot  of  attention  was  focused 
on  Wills;  he  was  no  longer  just  a  regional' 
phenomenon.  Not  |ong  after  Wills  made 
■the  first  of  his -26  films  called  "Take  Me 
Back  to  Tulsal'-'with  Tex  Ritter. 

The  Tulsa  band  ended  with  Pearl 
Harbor.  The  ba ndmc rpbers .decided  -to  put 
their  efforts  into  protecting  their  nation. 
Bob  enlisted  in  the  Navy,  but  after  eight 
months  they  decided  he  was.  a  better 
propaganda  tool  than  a  fighter  and  he 
wound  up  in  a  show  promoting  war  bonds. 
During  this  time,  he  cut  several  V-Discs,  78 
rpm  records  which  were  only  available  to 
the  Armed  Forces. 

After  the"  war,  only  part  of  the  band 
reformed.  Traveling  was  getting  more 
expensive,  horn  players  were  hard  to  find, 
and  ballrooms  couldn't  afford  to  cover  the 
costs.  The.  Playboys  were  still  drawing 
huge  crowds,  but  the  effect  of  traveling1 348 
davs  a  year.began  to  take  its  toll  on  Wills. 
His  -health  began  to  fail  in  the  Fifties.  He 
had  a  heart  attack  in  1962,  then  another 
one  during  a  -national  tour  in  1964. 
Nevertheless,   he   continued   to   do  one- 


nighters  and  managed  to  record  nearly  100 
songs  between  1963  and  1969. 

His  last  recording  session  came  in  1973 
when  he  collected  a  lot  of  the  original 
Playboys,  plus  some  of  Nashville's  best  to 
record  "Together  for  the  Last  Time." 
Though  Bob  could  no  longer  play,  he  could 
still  add  his  energy  and  comments  to  the 
sessions. 

After  the  first  day,  Bob  suffered  a 
paralyzing  stroke  and  went  into  a  coma 
which  he  never,  awoke  from.  The  record 
was,  finished  the  next  day  and  it  remains, 
along  with  his  500  -other  recordings;  as  a 
tribute'  to  the  legend.  Today's  Cosmic 
Cowboys  have  quite  a  bit  to  thank  that 
legemtabr. 

****** 

For  those  interested  in  finding  out  more 
about  Wills,  look  for  a  book  titled  San 
Antonio  Rose:  The  Life  ahd  Music  of  Bob 
Wills.  It's  written  by  Charles-  Townsend, 
who  teaches  history  at  West  Texas  State. 
University,  and  is  based  on  research  he's 
done  on  Wills  for  the  last  10  years. 

[Michael  Levine.  the  Banjo  Kid.-  can-  be 
heard  throughout  the  week  at  various  times 
in- 1 lie  vicinitv  of  the  noon  hour  (see  KPFT 
programming  schedule).  ] 
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WILLIE  NELSON  DAY  was  a  complete  success,  to  the  point  of  being 
officially  declared  such  by  official  proclamation  of  the  mayor.  Here 
Willie  is  pictured  with  Information  Staff  member  Michelle  Flood. 


THORNE  IN  THE  BRIARPATCH 

The  Bftarpatch  is  a  weekly  interview 
show  designed  to  give  us  a  lively,  in-depth 
look  into  issues  of  current  interest  to  KPFT 
listeners  -  ranging  from  hard  news  to  the 
arts  to  the  esoteric.  The  format  is  an 
hour-long  conversation,  spiced  with  rele- 
vant musical  cuts  and  phoned-in  listener 
questions/reactions.  Guests  are  either  in 
the  news  themselves,  or  have  perspectives 
that  will  enrich  or  even  enrage  us. 

Since  KPFT's  return  to  the  airwaves 
from  its  winter  hibernation,  Thorne 
Dreyer's  guests  on  the  Briarpatch  have 
included  singin'  Jewboy  Kinky  Friedman, 
U.S.  Rep.  Bob  Eckhardt,  Houston  Rocket 
Mike  Newlin ,  solar  energy  architect  Arthur 
Kotch,  state  Parole  Board  member  Selma 
Wells,  and  --  in  a  Mother's  Day  special  -- 
artist  Margaret  Webb  Dreyer. 

Near-future  Briarpatch  likelies  include 
Contemporary  Arts  Museum  Director  Jim 
Harithas,  U.S.  Rep.  Barbara  Jordan, 
Dennis  Green  of  the  D.A.'s  Consumer 
Fraud  Division,  Houston  Black  community 
elder  statesman  Moses  LeRoy,  a  special 
Vietnam  retrospective  with  former  anti-war 
activists,  and  a  discussion  of  the  refugee 
situation  with  Diane  David. 

If  you  know  of  interesting  folks  around 
town,  or  if  there  are  issues  you'd  like  to  see 
discussed  on  the  Briarpatch,  write  Thorne 
Dreyer.  Briarpatch,  KPFT  Radio,  419 
Lovett,  Houston,  77006.  Or  just  listen,  and 
plan  to  call  529-4951,  and  we'll  put  you  on 
the  air. 

The  Briarpatch/on  FM  90/Sundays  at  9 
p.m.D 

LIVE  FROM  THE  CAFE  LENA 

Tuesdays  in  June  at  10  a.m.,  Michael 
Levine  will  be  offering  half  hour  concerts  of 
some  of  the  finest  traditional  American 
music  as  originally  recorded  at  the  Cafe 
Lena  in  upstate  New  York. 

On  June  3,  Roy  Bookbinder  and  Fats 
Kaplan  will  lead  KPFT  listeners  into 
exciting  trips  through  blues  and  ragtime 
music.  Delivered  in  a  positive,  upbeat  and 
often  flippant  style,  their  material  is  drawn 
not  only  from  the  traditional  blues  and 
rags,  but  also  from  old-time  traveling 
medicine  show  music  and  their  own 
compositions. 

On  June  10,  you'll  hear  Rosalie  Sorrels. 
Rosalie  has  been  consistently  one  of  the 
most  popular  performers  at  Cafe  Lena 
since  her  first  appearance  there  in  1966. 

A  native  of  Idaho  and  resident  of 
California,  a  former  housewife,  the  mother 
of  five  children,  and  a  dedicated  musician, 
Rosalie's  songs  reflect  her  life  and  philo- 
sophy. She  is  equally  at  home  as  a  solo 
performer  in  an  intimate  coffeehouse  or  as 
a  singer  with  a  funky  band,  although  she 
prefers  an  audience  that  listens  to  the 
music. 


on  June  17,  you  can  hear  Michael 
Cooney,  who  has  earned  the  title  of  the 
traveling  one-man  folk  festival.  He  plays 
the  six-  and  twelve-string  guitars,  the 
five-string  banjo  and  fretless  banjo,  the 
concertina,  harmonica,  kazoo  and  jews 
harp.  He  has  performed  in  almost  every 
folk  festival  in  North  America. 

His  repertoire  is  so  varied  that  during  a 
three-night  stand  at  Cafe  Lena,  he  never 
repeated  a  song.  He  is  capable  of  doing  an 
entire  concert  of  children's  songs,  or  sea 
chanties,  or  British  Isle  songs,  or  old-time 

American  tunes. 

i 

On  June  24,  you'll  be  hearing  Paul 
Geremiah,  a  talented  guitarist,  singer  and 
songwriter  of  the  blues  and  ragtime  genre 
who  has  appeared  at  Cafe  Lena  since  1966. 
Paul  is  a  student  of  the  old  East  Coast 
blues  tradition  of  Blind  Blake  and  Willie 
McTell.  His  music  reflects  a  good  grdsp  of 
what  life  is  like  for  many  people  and  what  it 
ought  to  be  like  for  others,  including 
himself.  His  style  is  dramatically  expres- 
sive in  a  driving,  free-flow  delivery  which 
often  includes  self-accompaniment  on  the 
mouth  harp. 


Once  again,  KPFT's  Music  Department 
is  glad  to  present  a  list  of  albums 
considered  to  be  the  best  of  the  releases 
from  April  25  to  June  1 .  if  there  are  albums 
not  on  this  list  you  consider  good,  they're 
probably  not  as  good  as  those  listed.  My 
apologies  for  any  I  may  have  overlooked. 

For  the  average  collector: 


WOULD  YOU  LIKE  TO  WORK  HERE? 

We  are  badly  in  need  of  someone  to 
coordinate  our  whole  .subscription  pro- 
gram, someone  with  a  minimum  of  20 
hours  a  week  to  give  to  the.  job,  with  a 
strong  data  processing  background,  and 
with  a  strong  idealistic  commitment  to  the 
concept  of  community  radio,  because  the 
salary  at  this  point  in  time  would  be  a  token 
one  at  best.  Call  529-4951  and  talk  to 
Marty  Manning  or  Jim  Kinney  for  further 
information. 


John    Abercrombie.    Timeless    (ECM)*  -- 

w/Jan  Hammer  and  Jack  DeJohnette. 

Phenomenal  jazz  album,  modern,  brilliant. 

Joan  Baez,  Diamonds   &  Rust  (A&M)  -- 

What  can  you  say? 

Elvin  Bishop,   Juke  Joint  Jump  (Warner 

Bros)  --  Makes  you  want  to  move. 

Brecker  Bros.,  Brecker  Brothers  (Arista)  - 

great  jazz 

Brewer   &    Shipley,    Welcome    to    Riddle 

Bridge  (Capitol)  --  nice  twists 

John  Cale,  Slow  Dazzle  (Island)  -  W/ENO 

Doobie  Bros.,  Stampede  (Warner  Bros)  -- 

tasty 

George    Duke,    The    Aura    Will    Prevail 

(BASF)  --  exciting  and  serene 

Steve  Hillage?Fish  Rising  (Atlantic)  --  rock 
of  tomorrow,  dazzling 
Janis  Joplin,  Janis  (Columbia;   --  sound- 
track, includes  Austin  dates  '63  and  '64 
Kinks,    Soap    Opera    (RCA)    -     concept 
album,  great 

King  Crimson,  USA  (Atlantic)  --  best  live 
King  Crimson  to  date 


KPFT  STAFF 


Bob  Rodgers,  Mgr.  Elect;  Marty  Manning,  Interim  Mgr.;  Joe  Bleakie,  Chief  Engineer;  Ralph 
Baer,  Engineer;  Jim  Kinney,  Business  Mgr.;  Emmett  Ryan,  Program  Director;  Steve  Helmel, 
Information  Director;  Pat  Faucheaux,  Development  Director;  Bruce  Lltvln,  Music  Director; 
Mario  Marques,  Promotion  Director;  Michael  Levine,  Construction  Coordinator;  Ryan  Bernard, 
Folio  Editor;  Michael  Shelman,  Foil*  Ads;  Karen  Barrett,  Volunteer  Coordinator;  Maurlta 
Mitchell  and  TiJI,  Operations';  Al  Lemke,  Management  Consultant;  Pat  Grealy  and  Candi  Costis, 
Subscriptions;    INFORMATION  DEFT.:   Jim  Hlgglns,  Bob  Smith,  Gavan  Duffy,  Bob  Henderson, 
Tracy  Gehman,  Carter  Smith,  Jim  Strong,  Michelle  Flood,  Jeanne  Jones  Riedmuller,  Scott 
Cluthe,  Rolinda  Baker,  Charles  Priest,  Mike  August;  STAFF:    Mike  August,  Uselott  Babin, 
Bisontennial  Bob,  Good  Ole  Uncle  Bob,  Thorne  Dreyer,  Gavan  Duffy,  Tracy  Gehman,  Michael 
Hart,  Bob  Henderson,  Steve  Helmel,  Lawrence  Jones,  Ivan  Kuper,  Mike  Levine,  Bruce  Lltvln, 
Ken  Lowe,  Mario  Marques,  Huey  P.  Meaux,  Jennifer  Palmer,  Charles  Park,  Emmett  Ryan, 
Don  Sanders,  Bob  Smith,  Al  Steiner,  John  Stuckey,  Tom  Usselman;  VOLUNTEERS:   Scott 
Brinks,  Tina  Bruce,  Lee  Calcote,  Arthur  Castillo,  Bruce  Clark,  Charlotte  Como,  John  Craig, 
Elizabeth  Dean,  Johanna  Eurlch,  Sandi  Falcon,  Steven  Fielder,  David  Fife,  Jerry  Grace, 
Vernon  Herring,  Carol  Hill,  Don  Hill,  Joe  Holton,  Brian  Hughes,  Bill  Koons,  Denise  Larimer, 
Gene  Larimer,  Hank  Lam,  Ronnl  Levine,  Tom  Lytle,  Mark  Mason,  Ron  Mack,  Bambl  Pugh, 
Clndl  Redwine,  Debbie  Reynolds,  Ken  Schneider,  Shirley  Selder,  Connie  Shea,  Hawaiian  Smith, 
Sara  Thompson,  Mr.  Zip.    KPFT  LOCAL  ADVISORY  BOARD:    Dupyy  Bateman,  Jody  B.  Crossley, 
Diane  David,  Mike  Davis,  Dick  DeGuerin,  Nadlne  Eckhardt,  Margie  Glaser,  Steve  Glaser,  Candy 
Harris,  Constance  Haenggi,  Yvonne  Hauge,  David  T.  Lopez,  Thelma  Meltzer,  Michael  Murphey, 
Peter  Papademetriou,  Al  Reinert,  Danny  Samuels  (Chairperson),  Pete  Schlumberger,  Simone  Swan, 
Bill  Swenson  (Secretary),  Ron  Waters. 

PACIFICA  NATIONAL  BOARD:    R"  Gordon  Agnew,  Dupuy  Bateman,  Joseph  C.  Belden,  Carol 
Breshears,  Charles  Brousse,  Mike  Davis,  Ralph  Engelman,  David  B.  Finked  Ed  Goodman,  Oscar 
Honigsberg,  Ken  Jenkins,  Thelma  Meltzer,  Jonas  Rosenfleld,  Danny  Samuels,  Peter  Tagger,  Tracy 
Westen. 


PROGRAMMING 
JUNE   1975 


am  7:00 

8:00 

9:00 

10:00 

11:00 

Noon 

pm1:00 

2:00 

3:00 

4:00 

5:00 

6:00 

7:00 

8:00 

9:00 

10:00 

11:00 

Midnite 

am  1:00 

2:00 

-  3:00 

4:00 

5:00 

6:00 

7:00 


MONDAY 


Toast 


Coffee 


Drag  Gibson 


Banjo  Kid 


Steiner's  Diner 


INFORM  AZINE 


Two-Way  Radio 


Donnie  Jo 
Deejay . 


Charlie  Park 


N 


O. 


TUESDAY 


TUESDAY 


Toast 


n 


Coffee 


Mario 


Steiner's  Diner 


Thorn  Clark 


INFORMAZINE 


Two-Way  Radio 


Tip 


of  the 

Iceberg 


Emmett  Ryan 


Lawrence 


Dark  of  Light 


WEDNESDAY 


WEDNESDAY 


Toast 


Coffee 


Mario 


Banjo  Kid 


Thorn  Clark 


THURSDAY 


Toast 


n 


Coffee 


Mario 


Steiner's  Diner 


FRIDAY 


Toast 


Coffee 


Drag  Gibson . 


Banjo  Kid 


Thorn  Clark 


INFORMAZINE 


Two-Way  Radio 


Emmett  Ryan 


Tip 
of  the 


Iceberg 


Lawrence 


Dark  of  Light 


THURSDAY   |  j 


INFORMAZINE 


Two-Way  Radio 


Tip 
of  the 

Iceberg 


Emmett  Ryan 


Lawrence 


Dark  of  Light 


FRIDAY 


Steiner's  Diner 


INFORMAZINE 


Two  -  Way 
Radio 


Crazy 
Cajun 
Sheaux 


Bluesbarrel 


Charlie  Park 


Dark  of  Light 


SATURDAY 


SATURDAY 


Eye  of  Day 


Tracy 


Bisontennial  Bob 


Dr.  Hart 


RECYCLOZINE 


Kirby  Stone 


SUNDAY 


Eye  of  Day 


Musical  Trot 

with 

Xiselotte 


Bisontennial  Bob 


Magic 

Cowboy 

Band 


RECYCLOZINE 


Mandy 
in  the 
Evening 


K.  Wayne 


Dark  of  Light 


SUNDAY 


Mike  August 


The  Briarpatch 


Mandy 
in  the 
Evening 


K.  Wayne 


Dark  of  Light 


MONDAY 


M-90-N  &  W.R. 
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Phil  Manzanera,  Diamond  Head  (Atlantic) 
--  mixed  bag  of  fine  stuff. 
Oliver  Nelson,  Skull  Session  (RCA  -  Flying 
Dutchman)  --  w/synthesizer  and  Lonnie 
Liston  Smith 

Pure  Prairie  League,  Two  Lane  Highway 
(RCA)  --  excellent  feel 
Monty  Python,  Matching  Tie  and  Hand- 
kerchief (Arista)  --  whacko 
Earl  Scruggs  Review,  Anniversary  Special 
(Warner  Bros)  --  w/everyone 
Pete   Seeger/Arlo  Guthrie,   Together   in 
Concert  (Warner  Bros)  -  what  else? 
Wayne  Shorter,  Native  Dancer  (Columbia) 
--  South  American  rhythms,  different 
Sivuca,  Live  at  the  Village  Gate  (Vanguard) 
--  exciting,  yet  dulcet  performance 
Raoul  De  Souza,  Colors  (Milestone)  --  very 
good  jazz 

Spirit,  Spirit  of '76  (Mercury)  --  in  the  right 
spirit,  too  many  sides 
Tomita,  Pictures  at  an  Exhibition  (RCA)  -- 
Uneven,  but  inspired 
Triumvirat,    Spartacus    (Capitol)    --    con- 
ceptually done,  band  still  has  flair 
McCoy  Tyner,  Atlantis  (milestone)  --  great, 
as  always 

Michael  Urbaniak,  Fusion  III  (Columbia)  -- 
good  Urbaniak,  great  music 
Weather  Report,  Tale  Spinnin  (Columbia) 
--  another  step  forward 
Bobby  Womack,  I  Don't  Know'   (United 
Artists)  --  Very  appealing  side  one 
Cole  Younger,  (Anchor,  ABC)  --  newcomer 
establishes  quick  identity 
Z.Z.  Top,  Fandango  (London)  -  Texas  rock 
and  roll,  6  on  a  scale  of  1  to  10 

For  the  serious  collector: 

John  Armatrading,  Back  to  the  Night 
(A&M)  --  haunting 

Bobby  Bare,  Hardtime  Hungrys  (RCA)  -- 
statement  album 

John  Coates,  Jr.,  The  Jazz  Piano  of  John 
Coates,  Jr.  (Omnisound)  --  excellent 
Jim  Connors.  Personal  Friend  of . .  .  (RCA) 
-  newcomer  to  watch  for 
Dr.  Hook,  Bankrupt  (Capitol)  --  went  for 
broke  and  made  it 

ELF,  Trying  to  Burn  the  Sun  (MGM)  --  rock 
and  roll 

Esperanto,  Last  Tango  (A&M)  --  fiery 
Dizzy  Gillespie,  Dizzy  Gillespie's  Big  Four 
(Pablo/RCA)  --  mellow,  satiric 
Nikki  Giovanni.  The  Way  I  Feel  (Atlantic) 
--  homespun,  great  production 
Hawkwind.  Warrior  on  the  Edge  of  Time 
(Atlantic)  --  spaced  out 
Catfish  Hodge,  Soap  Operas  (20th  Cen- 
tury) --  funky 

Chris  Hinze  Combination,  Virgin  Sacrifice 
(CBS  Import)  --  light,   sensitive,   contra- 
puntal 

Bill  Horwitz.  Lies  (ESP)  --  fine  folky  stuff 
Ben  E.  King,  Supernatural  (Atlantic)  -- 
R&B  at  its  best 

Lovecraft,  We  Love  You  Whoever  You  Are 
(Mercury)  --  funky,  hip,  etc. 
Jerry  Lee  Lewis.  Boogie  Woogie  Country 
Man  (Mercury)  --  the  Killer 
Mandrill,    Solid    (United    Artists)    -    of 
interest 

Pleasure,  Dust  Yourself  Off  (Fantasy)  - 

very  pleasing 

Jerry  Rio  Pelle,  Take  a  Chance  (ABC)  -- 

take  a  chance,  creative  writing 

Minny  Riperton,    Adventures  in  Paradise 

(Epic)  -  Spicy 

Sailor,  Sailor  (Epic)  -  naval  music 

Sun  Ra,  Bad  &  Beautiful  (ABC/Impulse)  - 
sultry 

Joe  Turner,   Meets  the  Trumpet  Kings 

(Pablo/RCA)  -  stellar 

UPP,  UPP  (Epci)  -  Jeff  Beck  produced 

w/his  new  style 

Zebra,  Panic  (Polydor)  --  good  feel,  ex  of 

Osibisa,  jazz/ rock 

For  the  collector  of  the  extraordinary: 

Benny  Bell,  Shaving  Cream  (Vanguard)  - 

cute,  vaudeville  basically 

Chili  Charles,  Quickstep  (Virgin  Import)  - 

delightful  shuffling,  space  too 

Manuel  Gottsching,  Inventions  for  Electric 

Guitar  (OHR  Import)  *-  mystical 

DaVe  Liebman.  Spirit  in  the  Sky  (PM) 

Achim  Reichel,  Enrolling  (Brain  Import)  -- 

fucking  incredible 

Shoji  Tabuchj,  Shoji  Tabuchi  (ABC)  -  great 

fiddle,  bizarro  Japanese  vocals,  close 

David  Vorhaus,   White   Noise  D   (Virgin 

Import)  -  spacy,  but  not  too  smooth 


If  any  of  these  records  are  hot  currently 
in  your  local  record  outlet,  complain 
heavily,  then  call  KPFT.  We  may  be  able  to 
locate  the  album  for  you.  (Address  calls  to 
Bruce  Litvin.) 

Omnisound  Records  are  available  o> 
mail  order  only  from  Omnisound,  Inc., 
Delaware  Water  Gap.  Pa.,  18327.  ESP 
Records  are  available  by  mail  order  alone 
from  ESP-DISK,  290  West  End  Avenue, 
New  York,  N.Y.,  10023.  PM  Records  and 
Future  Records  are  available  by  mail  order 
alone  from  the  New  Music  Distribution 
Service,  6  West  95th  St.,  New  York,  N.Y., 
10025.  If  any  imports  cannot  be  located, 
write  to  Jem.  An  ad  for  their  mail  order 
catalog  appears  elsewhere  in  this  paper. 

In  early  June,  expect  great  new  albums 
from  the  Pointer  Sisters,  Billy  Cobham 
(live),  Jean-Luc  Ponty,  Steve  Hillage, 
Kevin  Coyne,  Willie  Nelson,  and  the 
Average  White  Band.  Also  two  new  Rolling 
Stones  records.  One  on  Atlantic  is  a  best  of 
anthology  called  Made  in  the  Shade.  All 
the  tracks  on  it  will  be  on  their  road  show. 
The  other,  on  London,  includes  tracks  not 
on  Beggar's  Banquet  or  Let  It  Bleed,  but 
recorded  for  those  albums  and  in  between. 
There'll  even  be  a  new  single.  Watch  out. 
Also  Venus  and  Mars,  a  new  McCartney 
album. 

Make  sure  to  check  out  Beck/McLaugh- 
lin at  the  Music  Hall  on  June  15. 

-Bruce  Litvin,  Music  Director 


photo  by  Jim  Hlwlni 


EVEN  OLD  FLOYD  TILLMAN  was  at  it  on  May  14  on  KPFT, 

belting  out  his  oldest  of  songs  in  the  tradition  that  made  him 
famous. 


Gardening 


A  Proper  Harvest 


One  would  think  that  everyone  would 
know  how  to  harvest  a  garden,  but  that's 
not  the  case.  The  blame  for  wrong 
harvesting  lies  not  in  laziness,  but  in 
ignorance. 

We've  spent  too  many  years  living  out  of 
grocery  stores  and  eating  tough,  over- 
grown vegetables.  We  can't  recognize  a 
ripe  delectable  when  we  see  it.  We  eat 
lettuce  by  the  head  and  not  by  the  leaf.  We 
eat  green  beans  when  they're  old  and 
tough  (possibly  a  week  or  more  off  the 
vine). 

Just  because  our  ••ores  are  squandering 
our  land's  fruits  doesn't  mean  that  we  have 
to  follow  suit.  With  a  little  judicious 
pruning,  we  can  simultaneously  keep  the 
plants  growing  and  eat  our  fill. 

First  off,  when  thinning  our  gardens,  we 
should  eat  the  thinnings.  They  make  great 
salads.  Onion  tops  pruned  off  a  growing 
onion  doesn't  hurt  its  growth  and  gives 


excellent  flavor  to  soups,  beans,  salads, 
etc. 

Similarly,  the  outside  leaves  of  a 
developing  cabbage  head  can  be  used  like 
mustard  greens.  Try  making  stuffed  cab- 
bage leaves.  Yum!  All  the  greens  can  be 
harvested  by  picking  the  outside  leaves 
and  leaving  the  centers  to  continue 
growing.  Lettuce  can  be  treated  the  same 
way.  Beans,  one  of  the  heaviest  yield 
plants  are  both  tastier  and  more  productive 
if  picked  young. 

The  bean  plant  wants  desperately  to 
make  big  old  bean  pods  filled  with  nice 
mature  beans  that  in  turn  are  capable  of 
sprouting  into  little  bean  plants.  If  the  pod 
is  picked  before  the  beans  inside  get  a 
chance  to  mature,  the  plant  will  be 
frustrated  and  try  to  produce  more  baby 
beans. 

If  the  plant  is  successful  in  producing  its 
quota  of  mature  bean  seeds,  it  will  consider 
its  job  well  done  and  proceed  to  die.  This  is 


called  "letting  the  plant  go  to  seed." 

The  idea  of  good  harvesting  is  to  pick  the 
bean  as  soon  as  possible  and  keep  the  bean 
plant  working.  The  plant  can  get  pretty 
busy,  and,  in  the  height  of  the  season, 
harvesting  should  occur  every  day  to  keep 
up  with  the  beans. 

Like  beans,  okra  and  summer  squashes 
should  also  be  picked  young  for  the  same 
reason.  We  should  pride  ourselves  not  on 
the  weight  or  size  of  an  individual  fruit,  but 
on  overall  yield  and  quality  (after  all,  isn't 
quality  one  of  the  major  benefits  of 
growing  our  own?). 

Corn  should  be  picked,  cooked  and  eaten 
within  the  hour.  The  natural  sugars  in  corn 
turn  so  quickly  into  starches  once  it's  been 
picked  that  a  taste  difference  is  noticeable 
within  hours!  Corn  eaten  fresh  is  another 
vegetable,  not  at  all  related  to  the 
store-bought  stuff. 

Herbs  should  be  kept  well  pruned. 
Tomatoes,  peppers  and  melons  should  be 
happily  anticipated  and  patiently  watched 
for  the  proper  color,  size  and/or  thump 
(though  a  green  tomato  breaded  and  fried 
is  hard  to  beat). 

The  outside  leaves  of  beets  and  turnips 
can  be  enjoyed  with  no  real  harm  to  the 
developing  root.  With  this  harvesting 
method  we'd  be  amazed  as  to  how  much 
food  can  be  gotten  from  our  horn  of  plenty. 
D 


*mmmm 


featuring 


Midnite  'til  Noon 
Tuesday  thru  Sunday 


Sefen  Omelettes  &> 


NOW  SERVING  LUNCH: 
11:30  a.m.  to  4  p.m. 

Atmosphere 

and    Music 


the  C 


The    Only     Way    to    End     Your    Nite 
Or    Start     Your    Day 


ountry  Cousin 

2402  Mandell 

528-8777 
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June,  1975 


4500  Spencer  Kwy  046-0842  * 

******  Home  of  the  Stars  *  * 

PrCSCIltS  MCA  Recording  Artist 

Jerry  Jeff  Walker 


JUNE  12 
RCA  Recording  Artist 


&  THE  LOST  GONZO  BAND 


Waylon  Jennings 

&  THE  WAYLORS,  WITH  SPECIAL  GUEST  JESSE  COLTER 


JUNE  13  &  14 


Gary  Stewart 

RCA  Recording  Artist 
"SHE'S  THINKING  SINGLES,  I'M  DRINKING  DOUBLES." 


JUNE  26 
20th  Century  Recording  Artist  of 
"Don't  It  Make  You  Want  to  Dance?" 

Rusty  Weir 


June  6 


JUNE  7 


Johnny  Russell 

RCA  Recording  Artist 
"REDNECKS,  WHITE  SOCKS  AND  BLUE  RIBBON  BEER" 


Gene  Watson 

Capitol  Recording  Artist 
"LOVE  ON  A  HOT  AFTERNOON" 


JUNE  28 


Chubby  Wise 


AAAA"A" 

BEER 

GAMES 


EAST  TEXAS'S  HISTORIC  FIDDLER 

'A  A  A'A'fr  A  A  A  A  A  A 

Every  Night  Dance  To  food 

Johnny  Lee  &  The  Bayou  City  Beat 


Good  Ole  Uncle  Bob  Productions 


MIXED  DRINKS 
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Events 

Music 


Mon/2nd 
Tues/3rd 


Wed/4th 


Thurs/5th 


Fri/6th 


Sat/7th 


Sun/8th 
Tues/IOth 
Wed/1  lth 
Thurs/12th 

Fri/13th 


Sat/1 4th 

Sun/15th 

Tues/17th 
Wed/1 8th 
Thurs/19th 
Fri/20th 


RICHARD  DRAGON/Sunshlne  House 

DAN  FOGELBERG/Muslc  Hall/8pm 

MUNICIPAL  BAND/Candlelight  Park/1520  Candlellght/7 :30pm 

RICHARD  DRAGON/Sunshlne  House 

LUCINDA/Anderson  Fair 

TREEMONISHA(Scott  Joplin  Opera)/Mlller  Outdoor  Theatre/8 :30pm 

ELVIS  PRESLEY/Hofheinz/8:30pm/SOLD  OUT 

NEIGHBORHOOD  DIXIELAND  &  COUNTRY-WESTERN  CONCERT 

Procter  Plaza/835  Temple/7:30-9pm 

KIRK  WILSON/Sunshine  House 

LUCINDA/Anderson  Fair 

TREEMONISHA/(See  6/3 

STAN  KENTON  &  HIS  ORCHESTRA/Outdoors  at  Milam  and  Lamar/Noon 

STAN  KENTON  &  HIS  ORCHESTRA/La  Bastille 

NEIGHBORHOOD  DIXIELAND  &  COUNTRY-WESTERN  CONCERT 

Walter  Jones  Park/Coastway  Lane  &  Randolph/7 :30-9pm 

NEIGHBORHOOD  JAZZ  CONCERTS:  CUNEY  HOMES/3260  Truxlllo 

AND  CRESTMONT  PARK/5200  Selensky/7:30-9pm 

RICHARD  DRAGON/Sunshlne  House 

JERRY  JEFF  WALKER/Gllleys 

ELVIS  PRESLEY/Hofheinz/8:30pm/SOLD  OUT 

ERICTAYLOR/Anderson  Fair 

STAN  KENTON/La  Bastille 

RICHARD  DRAGON/Sunshlne  House 

JOHNNY  RUSSELL/Gilleys 

RAUSEN  &  KINGSLEY/Old  Quarter 

RICK  DINSMORE/Anderson  Fair 

STAN  KENTON/La  Bastille 

RAY  STEVENS/Astroworld/7&9pm 

DALLAS  SYMPHONY  ORCHESTRA  WITH  PIANIST  JAMES  DICK 

International  Festival  Institute  at  Round  Top/Roundtop,  Tex. 

GENE  WATSON/Gllleys 

B.B.  KING/Continental  Showcase/10pm&2am/$5-$6 

RAUSEN  &  KINGSLEY/Old  Quarter 

RICK  DINSMORE/Anderson  Fair 

HOUSTON  SYMPHONY/Sam  Houston  Park  Outdoors/Bagby  and  Lamar/9:15pm 

KIRK  &  JIM/Anderson  FAir 

BAD  COMPANY  &  MAGGIE  BELL/Collseum 

JOHN  GRAVIS/Anderson  Fair 

KIRK  WILSON/Sunshine  House 

JOHN  GRAVIS/Anderson  FAir 

CHUCK  MAGIONE  QUARTET/La  Bastille 

WAYLON  JENNINGS/Gilleys 

BEE  GEES/Music  Hall/8pm 

PETE  GORISCH/Anderson  Fair 

SAM  AND  L.C./Sunshine  House 

CHUCK  MANGIONE  QUARTET/La  Bastille 

WITCH  HUNT&BURNING/Salem,  Mass./lnvitation  Only 

GARY  STEWART /Gil  leys 

SERGIO  MENDES  &  BRAZIL77/Houston  Music  Theater 

DAVID  RODRIGUEZ/Old  Quarter 

LYNN  LANGHAM/ Anderson  Fair 

SAM  AND  L.C./Sunshine  House 

CHUCK  MANGIONE  QUARTET/La  Bastille 

GARY  STEWART /Gilleys 

DAVID  RODRIGUEZ/Old  Quarter 

LYNN  LANGHAM/Anderson  Fair 

CHUCK  MANGIONE  QUARTET/La  Bastille 

CATFISH  JOHN/Anderson  Fair 

HOUSTON  POPS  with  Doak  Snead/Miller  Outdoor  Theatre/Hermann  Park/8pm 

BACHMAN  TURNER  OVERDRI VE/Coliseum 

ERIC  TAYLOR/ Anderson  Fair 

KIRK  WILSON/Sunshine  House 

ERIC  TAYLOR/Anderson  Fair 

HUGH  MASAKELA  and  the  UNION  OF  SOUTH  AFRICA/La  Bastille 

PETE  GORISCH/Anderson  Fair 

HUGH  MASAKELA  and  UNION  OF  SOUTH  AFRICA/La  Bastille 

BARRY  WHITE  LOVE  UNLIMITED  ORCHESTRA/Hofheinz 

PAUL  WILLIAMS/Jones  Hall 

KENNY  ROGERS  &  FIRST  EDITION/Astroworld/7&9pm 

REB  SMITH/Anderson  Fair 


Sat/21st  HUGH  MASAKELA/La  Bastille 

REB  SMITH/Anderson  Fair 
Sun/22nd         COSMIC  COWBOY/Willie  Nelson,  Jerry  Jeff,  DAvid  Bromberg,  Kinky  Friedman 

Paul  Seibel,  Goose  Creek,  Etc./Hofhelnz/2-12pm 

HUGH  MASAKELA/La  Bastille 

AVERAGE  WHITE  BAND/Collseum 

KIRK  &  JIM/Anderson  Fair 
Tues/24th        SANDY  ROEPKEN/Anderson  Fair 
Wed/25th         Kl  RK  WILSON/Sunshine  House 

JEFF  BECK  &  JOHN  McLAUGLIN/MusIc  Hall/8pm 

SANDY  ROEPKEN/Anderson  Fair 

STEVEN  JARRARD/Anderson  Fair 

RUSTY  WEIR/Gilleys 

VICKI  CARR/Houston  Music  Theater/8:30pm 

DON  SANDERS/Anderson  Fair 

CHUBBY  WISE/Gilleys 

VICKI  CARR/Houston  Music  Theater/7&10:30pm 

DON  SANDERS/Anderson  Fair 


Thurs/26th 

Frl/27th 

Sat/28th 

Film 


Wed/4th  SUNDAY  BLOODY  SUNDAY/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

Frl/6th  FILM  FESTIVAL/Miller  Outdoor  Theatre/Hermann  Park/7:15pm 

Sat/7th  THE  LONG  GOODBYE/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

FILM  FESTIVAL/seeabove 

Sun/8th  FILM  FESTIVAL/dltto 

Wed/llth  WAR  OF  THE  WORLDS/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

Sat/1 4th  DISCREET  CHARM  OF  THE  BOURGEOISIE/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

Wed/1 8th  MACBETH/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

Sat/21st  PRIDE  AND  PREJUDICE/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

Wed/25th  HOW  I  WON  THE  WAR/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 

Sat/28th  LA  RONDE/Museum  of  Fine  Arts/8pm 


Theater 


Sun/lst- 
Sun/22nd 

Fri/6th~ 
Sat/7th 


Sun/8th 
Fri/13th-- 

Sat/14th 
Tues/17th-- 

Sun/29th 
Frl/27th- 

Mon/30th 


THE  CONTEST/Alley  Theater/228-9341/Tues-Fri  8pm,  Sat  5  &  9pm 

Sun  2:30&7:30pm 

DAMES  AT  SEA/Clear  Creek  Country  Theater/League  City/8:15pm 

SPIDER'S  WEB(AGATHA  CHRISTIEJ/Channing  Players/Channlng  Hall 

5210  Fannin  at  Southmore/8:30pm 

ON  BORROWED  TIME/Hamster  Theater/682-2556/8:30pm 

6  RMS.RIV.VU./Theater  Suburbla/682-3525/8:30pm 

DAMES/see  above 

ON  BORROWED  TIME/see  above 

THE  CONTEST/Alley  Theater/see  above 

THE  PAJAMA  GAME/Miller  Outdoor  Theatre/Hermann  Park/8:30pm 

Continuous  except  23rd 

FAITH,  HOPE  AND  HER  GRANDMOTHER/Theater  Suburbia/8:30pm 

(Thru  Aug  2nd)/682-3525 


Odd  Lots 


Sun/1  st 


Wed/4th 


Thurs/5th 
Fri/6th 


Sati/7th 


Sun/8th 
Tue/lOth  & 

Sat/14th 
Sun/22nd- 

Mon/30th 
Thurs/26th- 

Fri/27th 
Sat/28th 


FIFTH  ANNUAL  ALL-ARABIAN  HORSE  SHOW/Galveston  County  Park 

Starts  8am/League  City 

UNIVERSITY  OF  ST.  THOMAS  SUMMER  COURSES  &  WORKSHOP 

Jones  Theater/522-9715  ext  305/Registration  thru  June  2nd 

GALVESTON  ARTS  CENTER  WORKSHOPS/Galveston  Arts  Center 

763-2403/AII  month 

FEMINISM  and  MASCULINITY/National  Organization  for  Women 

Somewhere  in  the  city/8pm 

U  of  H  SUNDRY  SCHOOL  REGISTRATION/Campus  Activities 

University  Center/1 0am-9pm 

MILLER  THEATRE  FILM  FESTIVAL:  7:30pm--The  Life  of  Riley(Radio) 

8pm  Movie:The  Drums  of  Fu  Manchu,  8:20pm  Newsreel,  8:35pm  Movie: 

His  Girl  Friday(Cary  Grant,  Rosiland  Russell) 

SUNDRY  SCHOOL  REGISTRATION/see  above 

FULL  CONTACT  KARATE/Coliseum  /8pm 

LUCKENBACH  WORLD'S  FAI R/Gillespie  County  Fairgrounds 

Fredericksburg,  Tex.  /Thru  June  8th 

SUNDRY  SCHOOL/above 

BOLSHOI  BALLET/Jones  Hall/8:30pm/227-llll 

ROBERT  JOFFREY  BALLET  SUMMER  WORKSHOP/Galveston  Arts  Center 

763-2403 

NUREYEVS  RAYMONDA(BALLET)/Jones  Hall/8pm 

227-1111 

NUREYEV/see  above/2:30  &  8:30pm 
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LP's 
8  Track  Cassettes 


Quad 
Special  order 


Mon-Fri  10-9 


Candles 
Jewelry 

PRIGfS 


**t  10-6 


o  moveable  feast 

organic  food  store 
908  westheimer 


to* 


g**-v!g£& 


THE 


ITS  COMING// 

FttTUW"""  -Hi  those  collector's  items  you've  always  wanted 
by  artists  like  THE  IDLE  RACE,  YARDBIRDS,  MOVE,  SMALL  FACES, 
HENDRIX,  FRANK  ZAPPA  and  more . . . 

'Cleaner,  crisper,  top- quality  British  pressings  of 
your  favorite  albums  like  "SGT.  PEPPER",' QUADROPHEHIA",  or 
"DAYS  OF  FUTURE  PASSED" 

'And  don't  forget  all  those  original  album  covers 
banned  in  America  like  "BLIND  FAITH  ",  "ELECTRIC  LADYLAMD  ", 
and  "COUNTRY  LIFE" 

(Send*1.00  now  for  the  new  1975  Import  Record  Catalogue! 

import  record  service 

•P.O. box  343  •  so.  plainfield  •  n.j  07080- 


recipes 
moXh«r 
earth 

peanut 

bv/tter 
sp>U;  nut  5, 


juices 

I  ice  cream 
Aried  Trui'^ 


■feu<fJ 
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hcrbo 

[ccsmctic 

Soap5 

bulk 

trows 


herbs 
Spices 

.teas 

£^ 
flour 

bread 


ch«esei 

yard  e^QS 

yoaurU 


invited  io     t/utte  in 
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€>n 


o  discount 

vitamins 


15 


June,  1975 
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LticketsI 
6-7-8  AT 

warehouse 

'records  $tapesJ 

'ALU  EVOUJTION  l| 
TAPES  $  RECORDS,'. 
U.  OF H. TICKET  OFFICE 

lV'„„„ Illlllllll  ■  !»-*-..,»■■< ...Ill 


A  BENEFIT  CONCERT  RJB 

LISTENER  SPONSORED  1|||[  1 
Ij^RADIOKM  HOUSTON  •   p 


TICKETS 
IN  AUSTIN || 
''AT  INNER  5A- 
(NCTUM  RECORDS] 
'AMD  OATV/IUie^j 
I'1"""  IN  DAL\J\S  AT  I 
PRESTON  RECORftc 
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